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CHAPTER ONE

 

It was like a hideous nightmare from which, alas, there was no awakening. But it was not the first nightmare which beautiful brunette Gloria Talmadge had experienced in her relatively short life of twenty years. For, as one of the three ladies-in-waiting to the wife of England's George III, the dowdy and vindictive Charlotte Sophia, she and Beatrice Digby, a year older, and the twenty-three-year-old indomitable Arabella Clarisson had defied the sedate and dour regimen of the Hanoverian court by playing a prank on that "fat old sow from Schleswig Holstein", as the irrepressible Arabella herself had described her.

And a month and a half ago, on a cold May morning at the rear of the palace, in a courtyard, for the crime of having hidden away the royal jewels out of sheer mischief and to cause merriment in a court that frowned upon such levity, these three beauties had been stripped naked, bound to a whipping post, and given the birch by Master Dickon, the royal executioner. Though the execution had taken place at dawn, nonetheless there had been a goodly audience to gape and jeer and to lust over those three delectable, virginal bodies as they were shorn of finery and tethered to the post, there to writhe and caper under the swishing cuts of the birch switches.

Nor was this all. For that crime, Charlotte Sophia had decreed that these hussies should be forthwith dispatched to the royal colony in South Carolina, there to be sold at public auction on the docks of Charleston as indentured bondservants for a period of three years.

That had been the first nightmare, one that would remain indelibly inscribed in the psyches of these three well bred and gentle virgins. But the vengeance of Charlotte Sophia was to pursue these maidens even across the stormy Atlantic. For all three had fallen into the hands of Lady Meg Fairlieu, a sadistic and Lesbian-attuned heiress who had unscrupulously had her revenge on an uncle who had tried to rape her when she was not much more than a child, and had contrived his death as well as that of his wife, so that she could come into her own estate. She was perhaps in her own way even more vindictive than George's royal queen, for she had never forgotten the insult which the handsome honeyhaired Laura Eggleston had pronounced upon her at a party, that the Lady Meg was a pampered, vicious child who needed a sound thrashing, and should have had it much earlier from her poor parents before she came upon the ownership of so vast a plantation as she now had.

Lady Meg had waited her chance. And then when Laura's husband had unexpectedly died, the honeyhaired young widow had found herself in virtual bondage. Lady Meg Fairlieu had cunningly paid off all Laura's creditors and obtained their notes into her own keeping. And she had visited Laura's house one evening with her giant Mandingo overseer, Tuambo, announced to the astonished young woman that she was now a slave, and then had had the black overseer of her plantation flog and fuck the beautiful Laura Eggleston. Now that same victim was a slave to all intents and purposes on Lady Meg's plantation, though ironically given the title of supervisor of the household, but as liable to the lash and the slashes as any unhappy female who toiled in Lady Meg's cotton and tobacco fields.

To such a hell on earth, therefore, Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria came. And on the very first evening of their servitude, Gloria Talmadge was summoned to the boudoir of Lady Meg who wished to inspect her new slave. With her was the Danish slavegirl Dorothea, who had won the role of favorite by lending her body to Lady Meg's lascivious, Sapphic embraces. And when the capricious and sadistic young heiress had commanded the tunic-clad and pump-shod young brunette to kneel down and kiss her limbs and progress therefrom to the dark-blonde tufted oasis of her Qunthole, Gloria had indignantly refused to comply with such an obscene order.

Lady Meg had therefore summoned Tuambo, and the grinning Mandingo, who was Lady Meg's faithful servant because she doled out to him exactly such tender morsels of female pulchritude as this (she had but recently turned over to his brutal clutches the gentle, lovely Creole slave girl Selene to be his bed-bitch), had heard Lady Meg's command to punish this prudish little fool who dared to refuse an order...

As Tuambo approached the shrinking, naked brunette — Lady Meg's first order to her had been to doff the attractive silken tunic which covered her body just below her pussy, an attire which was obligatory to all household slaves — and when she saw the glittering lust in Tuambo's beady eyes, she had recoiled with a cry of fear. He had savored her terror, and his gaze had devoured the creamy glory of her virgin body, the dark triangular patch of black mossy pussyhair at the peak of those lovely, harmoniously rounded thighs. Clad only in her high-heeled pumps, recoiling against the wall, she had clasped her hands in prayer and implored Lady Meg to spare her. But the vicious heiress, lofting her own chemise up to her titties, had languorously commanded. "Dorothea, the yowling of that little bitch annoys me. Come solace me, my dear one!"

And Gloria Talmadge, even as Tuambo reached for her and caught her wrists in his sinuous black hands, even as she shrieked out for mercy, instinctively believing that her virgin doom was sealed, saw with horror the beautiful, tall, naked Danish slave girl kneel down and, her long slim fingers caressing Lady Meg's belly, glue her mouth to that insatiable cunt and begin to gamahuch her, while Lady Meg lay back, her head pillowed in her arms, arching her loins wantonly to the artful lingual and labial caress of her bed-slave.

"Tuambo!" Lady Meg Fairlieu called, her voice throaty with her approaching lust as her Danish slavegirl Dorothea furrowed her nimble pink tongue against the aristocratic plantation owner's virilely developed clitoris, "when Gloria is ready to obey, you will tell me. And you will leave her in penitence so that she will be in position to execute my order humbly and dutifully, do you understand?"

"Tuambo understand good, Mistress," the giant Mandingo chuckled libidinously. "You come now, white slave, Tuambo teach you how to obey when Mistress give order. You beg Tuambo to let you obey Mistress, it not take long, you see!"

Then, gloating over the horrified shame and terror of the beautiful naked young brunette, Tuambo swung her up in his arms, his right arm under her calves, his left under her shoulders and his left hand curving round to clutch one creamy tittie and taste the sweet resilience of the naked satiny flesh, heaving so violently in the girl's frantic despair and abysmal shame at having to watch this young patrician heiress wantonly display herself while in the act of being gamahuched by another naked woman... an act which Gloria Talmadge found utterly revolting... an act which, alas, the unfortunate young brunette would, just as Tuambo had predicted, beg to be allowed to commit!

Gloria Talmadge did not attempt to fight her assailant. His very size terrified her, and she knew that it would accomplish nothing except to enrage him to do her even greater bodily harm than she now dreaded he would inflict upon her. She did not know to what punishment Lady Meg had consigned her. but now that her virgin thighs and bottom had felt the kisses of the birch, that scalding torment and the ignominious humiliation of the lash, before an audience of her peers and under the very eyes of a royal queen, she felt her muscles twitch in dire apprehension of a new whipping. And this, agonizingly she could tell herself, was to be applied by the hand of a Negro, a lusting, massive rogue whose fingers were already fondling her virgin tittie as audaciously as if she were his concubine.

However, her virginity was not yet in danger; Lady Meg would have told Tuambo to possess her and in the girl's own hearing if that had been the case. Moreover, the owner of the plantation had already given him Selene as his bed-slave, and that was gift enough to insure his fidelity for quite some time to come. When it would be again necessary to bribe him into putting down any possible mutiny on her plantation, she could always offer him the tempting cherry of this delicious brunette, or, for that matter, the virginities of Beatrice Digby and Arabella Clarisson.

Gloria closed her eyes, and prayed, which was all she could do under the circumstances. Tuambo grinned, his gaze feasting over the magnificent curves of her voluptuous young body, but fixing most of all at the curly black thatch which covered the petulant pink lips of her maiden cunthole. This treasure he was at the moment forbidden to usurp, but this did not prevent him from anticipating a future enjoyment. He could sense that this young woman was of the same patrician quality as Lady Meg herself, and so he knew that her duties as a slave would grow onerous and force her into repeated disobedience until at last his generous mistress would turn Gloria over to him to be fucked, to be enjoyed like his own whore, with no leniency shown, no depravity spared her.

He strode into the barn-like building where, earlier this same day, she and her two friends had had to strip, be bathed and examined like cattle, and then placed into isolation cells. Just inside the entrance, Tuambo stood the half-fainting naked brunette on her feet, stooped, and, still holding her wrists with one hand, lifted a trap door with the other, revealing a flight of stone steps. For under this squat and sprawling edifice which housed the new slaves, the laundry, the medical infirmary and other facilities made for the general welfare of household slaves, there had been constructed an ingenious and imaginatively finished series of dungeons where recalcitrant and rebellious slaves could be punished in privacy and at the full leisure and lustful inclination of either the overseers or Lady Meg. We have already seen how this vicious Lesbian sadist summoned her Danish slave Dorothea to one of these chambers and had Dorothea make love to her while she watched Tuambo break in poor Selene. She did not now accompany Tuambo to witness the punishment of Gloria Talmadge, because she knew that in due course the indentured bondservant would be begging for a chance to obey the order she had just refused... and she intended to let poor Gloria Talmadge wait in dire suspense and anguish until she deigned at last to take this avowal of fealty and humility.

"You come, no tricks." he growled as he jerked at Gloria's wrists and made her descend the steps behind him. Whimpering, her eyes dilated with her terror, her beautiful firm pert-tipped bubbies erratically rising and falling, the naked brunette went down the steps in her high-heeled pumps, and the atrocious fear of stumbling in this unusually awkward footgear — for the heels were much higher and more tapering than she had been used to back in the court at London — so that already, in advance of the punishment she was about to receive, her ordeal had begun.

When they arrived on the subterranean landing of the cellar floor, the scene was ominous enough to add to Gloria Talmadge's fears. Two torches, soaked in palmetto oil, and fixed into metal brackets on each side at the middle of this narrow corridor, illumined massive stone walls and heavy oakwood doors with thick hinges and locks. There were about five dungeons on each side of this corridor, and perhaps two small comfortably furnished chambers on each side as well, these being not only for Lady Meg herself but for some of her perverse guests who equally enjoyed witnessing punishment being inflicted on a comely naked female... for, needless to say, at Fairlieu Acres, punishments were always carried out upon the naked flesh. Even Laura Eggleston, who occasionally was reprimanded by Lady Meg, had to stoop, flip up her short tunic and see that it did not fall back over her jutting bare bottom, as she grasped her ankles to endure as stoically as she could half a dozen stripes with a thin, Malacca cane or a hickory switch.

Only the enigmatic and mature beauty Mercedes Jeffries, who had medically examined our three heroines, had thus far escaped regular punishment. But she had only made her compromise, and she had lent her body to Lady Meg's pernicious Sapphic lusts to escape the humiliation of a whipping. Lady Meg savored applying the whip herself, as was well known; but most of all, she luxuriated in the humiliation which she caused her mature victims by flogging them in the presence of either other slaves or the Negro overseers. Young Kijaniro, a tall lanky Furlani in his early thirties, was almost always present at the tallying sheds in the cotton and plantation fields when it was punishment time at sundown, and when the helpless slavegirls had to bring their baskets to the weighing scales and there be judged as to whether they had met their quota for the day. If they had not, swift retribution followed; no excuses, no pleas for mercy ever prevailed. They were ushered unceremoniously into the punishment room at the back of the shed, and there one of the handsome female overseers applied the paddle, strap, cane or birch or switch, depending on her own sadistic preference, under the glittering eyes of one of the four Negroes on whom Lady Meg placed so much trust for the maintenance of order and the suppression of all rebellions at Fairlieu Acres.

Tuambo rummaged in his loincloth with his left hand, still maintaining his grip on Gloria's slender creamy wrists, extracted the key to the punishment cell, inserted it in the heavy lock and turned it. The shingles creaked, another sound to strike terror into the already anguished heart of the beautiful naked brunette virgin. The Mandingo ruthlessly shoved her inside the dark dungeon, slammed the door shut, then strolled down the corridor to take one of the flaming torches and to return, again unlock the door and enter, and thrust the torch into a metal bracket to the right of the door.

Gloria Talmadge, who had fallen on her knees from the rude shove Tuambo had given her, uttered a cry of consternation at the grisly sight which the eerie, flickering torch light revealed to her widened eyes.

In the center of the room, she beheld a heavy wooden pillory, its rectangular crosspiece hinged so that it could be opened and the victim's wrists and neck inserted therein, then closed to lock her into helplessness. But Lady Meg Fairlieu had added her own perverse refinements to this classical apparatus, which Gloria had recognized in the market squares of London where often drunkards and prostitutes were set for an entire day to endure the jeers and the peltings of rotten eggs and fruit at the hands of the eager populace.

The floor around the pillory was strewn with thorns, briars and sharp pebbles; and the pillory itself was not more than four feet high. This meant that a victim confined within its yoke would have to bend forward, thus projecting out her buttocks to the lash all the more defenselessly and in a posture which incited the whipper to display the utmost skill.

In the corner to Gloria's left stood a medieval wheel to which a girl could be bound, either facing or with her back to the executioner; the wheel was made of wood and it was studded with tiny little spikes and protuberances carved out of the wood by a master artisan. To be stretched on the wheel alone was torture enough, but to have the nipples pinched with heated metal tongs, or the insides of the thighs pricked with long sharp needles, one of Lady Meg's favorite sadistic nuances when dealing with a female culprit of great beauty and sensitivity, became an unspeakable martyrdom.

In the opposite corner was a low whipping bench, with a special cushion in the middle, formed like a dome. The victim would be placed over this bench with her belly and loins arched up against this dome, her wrists and ankles tightly strapped at the ends and her body thus tautly presented for the whip. But the dome was covered with scratchy horsehair and strewn with gravel and pebbles and thorns, so that her wrigglings under the whip would cause her tender flesh to friction against this atrocious cushion.

In a corner to her right was a sawhorse with an extraordinarily sharp ridge; straddled over it and secured by wrists and ankles and with a waiststrap which buckled tightly, the helpless naked victim would feel this ridge against the valley of her breasts and against the tenderest spot of all, her cunt. Lady Meg enjoyed seeing a full bosomed, buxom girl strapped on this infernal apparatus and given a birching with a slender rod profuse with twigs and fresh green buds, which would make her wriggle and gyrate in the most lascivious way, producing one can guess what diabolical suffering from the ridge.

And finally, in the other corner, there was a whipping ladder. It was solid and fixed into the floor with hooks soldered into metal rings set into the stone flagging itself.

The victim would ascend to any step desired by the executioner, but of course as she ascended, her legs would be spread exaggeratedly, thereby giving greater access to the tenderest regions of the anus and cunt. Lady Meg was particularly fond of this device, which had conquered the prudish virginity of an extraordinarily beautiful young wife named Margaret Jenson, then twenty-four. The young woman's husband had been slain at sea in a duel with a Spanish galleon, but the fortunes of war were such that she had been traveling on the Spanish galleon with her handsome young spouse, a blue-blooded Marquis from Barcelona. The English privateer which had bested the Spanish galleon in open battle made prisoners of all survivors, and Margaret Jenson was brought back to Charleston, placed on the auction block much as Arabella. Beatrice and Gloria had been this very day, and sold to Lady Meg Fairlieu.

Margaret Jenson had been a tall, serenely beautiful, gentle-voiced and very erudite daughter of a London physician. She had fallen deeply in love with the Marquis and had been married to him just two years at the time of her capture. She had been a virgin till she had fallen in love with her handsome Spanish suitor, and she had discovered the ecstasies of heterosexual passions in his manly embrace. But conversely, she loathed and abominated the mere thought of the factitious sex between women; and so when Lady Meg had, struck by her brown-haired beauty and the voluptuous ripe-bosomed, full-hipped glories of her body, commanded her to kneel down and gamahuch her, Margaret Jensen had angrily refused.

She had been stripped naked and taken into this very dungeon, placed on the whipping ladder with her arms tied high above her head and given ten strokes of the cane on the lower curves of her bottom. Magnificently stoic, she had still refused, whereupon Lady Meg had had Kijaniro make her ascend to the next step with ten more lashes, these applied on the tops of her hips. She had endured forty cuts, till she was perched on the fifth step, and bent down over the other side, so that her head dangled to the floor, and her arms were fixed by heavy cords to the rungs below. In that pose, her bottom shamelessly upreared, her thighs spread hugely, the plump pink fig of her cunt winked like a lascivious eye at the sadistic Negro overseer. Taking a braided whip, he had first cut her across the middle of her bottom, drawing a frightful cry of agony from the young woman, but she had still valorously refused to do Lady Meg's bidding. But the next two lashes sent the braided tip of the whip darting right into Margaret Jenson's cunt, and from that moment on she became the most avid gamahucher on the plantation. Only a month ago, Lady Meg had sent her over to the plantation of Betsy Lattimer, a simpering golden-haired aristocrat who shared Lady Meg's perverse passions for Sapphic pleasures and whose aunt, a handsome and desirable woman in her mid-forties. Lady Moira Denton, was teaching her niece the cruel joys of sadistic punishments for their slaves....

Tuambo stood, hands on hips, smirking down at the cringing, kneeling naked brunette, savoring exactly what was going through her mind: her dread at what was to happen to her, and the added fear of not knowing exactly what would be her lot and to which of these demoniac devices she would be tethered.

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

The Mandingo overseer now approached the terrified naked brunette, seized her by the wrists and dragged her over to the pillory. Gloria Talmadge burst into tears, as she helplessly and passively let herself be brought before this fearsome apparatus. Lifting up the top section, he roughly ordered her to put her arms into the two small yokes and then to bow her head, whereupon he promptly drew the top piece down and locked it into place. At once she discovered the shameful and at the same time painful features of this imprisonment device, used almost invariably for flogging. Since it was only four feet high, it meant that she had to bend and thus thrust out her buttocks at an elevated angle. But thus far the unfortunate naked girl stood on the stone floor which had not been strewn with its torturing array of pebbles and thorns; and thus to her startled terror, she heard a creaking sound as the giant black took hold of the crossarm of the pillory and. exerting his strength, turned the post a slow and complete circle, forcing Gloria willy-nilly to move over to the area which had already been thus prepared so cruelly.

Squatting down, he dragged off her pumps, and Gloria uttered a piercing cry of pain as her tender naked feet bore down upon the pebbles and the thorns and the other scratchy and probing substances which the stone floor of the dungeon was strewn.

Grinning like a fiend, the giant Mandingo straightened, and his eyes ferociously eyed Gloria's creamy body. The unfortunate captive, in strain to bend her head and shoulders down because of the immutable grip of the pillory yokes, tried desperately to shift her bare feet to some less painful spot, but of course she could not; over an area of some five square feet, the stone floor was covered with these irritants. Hardly had she lifted her left heel off a stinging thorn when she set it down upon a jagged little pebble, which drew a new cry and the most involuntary and lascivious contortions of her bare legs and hips.

Satisfied at her plight, to which only the prolonged suspense of awaiting the first kiss of the lash was needed. Tuambo moved to his left where there was a panoply of whips, a veritable arsenal, from thin cravaches with braided thongs, to martinets with three, five and even seven long tapering lashes, pinewood paddles of various sizes, some with holes pierced through the middle to add emphatic impact on the plumpest curves of the female bottom, long and swishy and murderously flexible rattan canes, and other sinister flagellatory instruments, like a cat- of-nine-tails and a broad, thick black leather strap fitted to a short wooden handle. In addition, in a brine-filled bucket in the opposite corner and behind the now dolorously bent-over naked brunette, there were half a dozen birches of varying sizes and thicknesses awaiting use.

Tuambo now selected a short thin whippy rattan, glancing back to verify his decision considering the firm, delightfully rounded contours of Gloria's ivory-sheened bottom. The cane, which was about three feet in length and not quite so thick as a pencil, permitted him to whip her at short range and to "touch up" a specific area of her buttocks and thighs and hips. Because of her intense beauty and virginity, he wished to be as close to her as possible, though of course he was not as yet permitted to impair her major virginities of anus and vulva. But he well knew that with his skill, and in the atrocious suspense and pain which the unfortunate victim was already suffering from not being able to see what was about to befall her, from being compelled to stand with her tender bare feet on the scratchy and piercing debris purposely placed on the floor to disconcert a sufferer, from her own shame at being stark naked before a Negro, and finally from the exquisite pain that would be inflicted by this rattan, that her enervation would compel her to do many involuntary things that would satisfy his lust and yet not break his pledge to Lady Meg to keep the girl inviolate. There was nothing, for example, to prevent him, under the threat of additional strokes to such tender regions as the insides of her thighs and even her naked titties, to compel her to kneel down and perform the act of fellatio upon his enormous, swollen phallus. And what she did not know was that this sentence which Lady Meg had pronounced enabled him to divide glorious punishment into two separate phases; hence, at the conclusion of the first, she would already be more than willing to accommodate his base lusts for her delicious white flesh, and then the consternation of discovering that even this obscene and servile homage was not to prevent her from receiving the second portion of her whipping would be an added sexual treat to his perverse mind. The Mandingo slave had learned well from his depraved young white mistress, and indeed he was to surpass her before our tale is done.

It was also customary, after a sentence of whipping, to summon the lovely oliveskinned black-haired Mercedes Jeffries to palliate the victim's hurts. When the sentence was particularly severe, Mercedes was obliged to be on hand throughout the whipping, so that she could at this or that stage of it examine the victim and decide whether or not the remainder of the lashes could safely be inflicted. But Tuambo this time did not think it was necessary to call for Mercedes' services, since he proposed to give Gloria only sixteen cuts with the cane... eight as she stood in the pillory, and eight as she found herself strapped down over the infernal sharpridged sawhorse, over which she would be left tethered with the tight skin of her buttocks blazing from the scalding kisses of the cane and in the position to proffer the required obeisance which the patrician Lesbian demanded of her!

Noiselessly, he kicked off his sandals and approached her stealthily, so as to add to her mounting suspense. Gloria, despite her heroic resolve to submit without resistance, was already finding this Spartan attitude extremely difficult to maintain. No matter where she stepped, her tender feet were bruised and prickled, and tiny little gasps exuded constantly from her parted lips. Her feet were in constant movement, and as she bent first one beautiful knee and then the other, her ivory buttocks twisted and squirmed, the cheeks tightening and then relaxing in the most lascivious choreography imaginable. But it was not yet the choreography of the whip, that supreme and unrestrained dance which most of all rouses the lust of the flagellant. Tuambo was about to inspire her to execute it, however.

Placing himself just at her left, only a foot or two away from her trembling and squirming naked body, the Mandingo now laid the short whippy cane across the tops of her bare hips. Gloria sucked in her breath and stiffened herself, but at the same time since her bare feet had just trodden upon sharp-edged pebbles, she was obliged to try once more to find a less agonizing resting place for them, and she seemed to twist and squirm away. Mockingly, Tuambo patted her bare hips with the cane very lightly, to augment her suspense. Then he lowered the cane to the floor while his eyes drank in the sporadic movements of her voluptuous young creamy posterior.

Then suddenly, raising his arm, he dealt her the first cut straight across the tops of both naked hips.

"Ohh!" Gloria exclaimed nervously, with a catch in her voice as she tried to raise her head only to find that the pitiless neck yoke of the pillory made this extremely difficult. A bright crimson welt stripped the flawless ivory skin, for of course the birching which she had publicly endured in London had long since faded away. But this first lash suffered as an indentured bondservant had a kind of dualism to it: the sharp hot pain which seemed to contract all her muscles in defense and to tighten her skin still more, was a cruel reminder of the agony she had suffered that chilly May morning in that palace court yard; worst of all, with this stroke, there came the knowledge that where before she had been still a young lady of quality and of good background, now she was being whipped as a common slave who dared not complain or protest such treatment on pain of even severer punishment. And being sensitive as she was, this moral torment added to the anguish of the castigation.

Now, as if to "frame" the canvas of that magnificent creamy young bottom on which he was prepared to pain so heinously, Tuambo laid the cane straight across the base of both her naked bottomglobes, to intimate to her where the next blow would attack. Once again poor Gloria Talmadge caught her breath with a muffled sob, tried to straighten herself, to shrink her all too prominently outthrust posterior under the menacing rattan, and once again she was plagued with the prickling and bruising of her aching bare feet. She lifted first one foot and then the other, trying to set each down in a less agonizing place, but this was impossible. And even as she was changing position again, Tuambo, with less pause than at the first cut, dealt her the second stripe exactly over the base of that delightfully rounded firm creamy-skinned bottom.

"Aahhh!" This time, her cry was flurried, with the hint of tears, and indeed her eyes were bright with them already. Again her neck was chafed by the rigid, clamping pillory yoke as she tried to raise her head, but her fingers clawed the air and she shrank and twisted from left to right as if trying to shake off the heat engendered by the flexible short rattan.

But for the third stroke, he kept the unfortunate naked girl waiting an almost intolerable time, till she almost instinctively tried to twist her face back, forgetful that the high crosspiece of the pillory kept her from seeing what was going on behind her, and it was at the cost of a strained neck muscle that she at last gasped out, unable to tolerate longer the dreadful suspense. "Oh, please do it and finish. I beg of you!"

The two darkening marks which horizontally sectioned off her bottom from the top of the hips to the base blazed obscenely on the ivory flesh of Gloria Talmadge. The muscles of her lovely thighs and calves rippled and flexed uncontrollably now, as she kept shifting her bare feet, constantly under the duress of the prickling and bruising and prodding substances beneath them. This time, he did not pat her bottom in advance to indicate where the stroke would fall; but after about a minute and a half, he slowly drew back his arm, and applied a very sharp quick cut right over the center of both huddling creamy bottomcheeks. He could see them crispen at once, diminishing the shadowy groove between those luscious hillocks, and at the same time Gloria's hips and loins spasmodically jerked to the right and away from him as she managed to stifle all but a sobbing groan under the fiery-hot kiss of the rattan.

Now he squatted down, bending the cane between his huge black hands, studying her naked legs and bottom, observing where the skin seemed to be tenderest, watching the involuntary salacious squirmings which her naked seat performed as her bare feet kept groping for a less torturing resting place. Now her bottom was divided into four quadrants by the three horizontal stripes, the middle one of which was the brightest. Any vertical or diagonal cut might break the skin at the intersection of the weals. Again he waited a long minute, and again poor Gloria groaned. "Oh won't you please finish it? Please I can't stand this awful waiting — please give me back my pumps, my feet hurt so awfully!"

But Tuambo did not answer her. It suited his purpose exactly to remain in total silence and mystery, so that her suspense would be cumulatively increased until her nerves were at the breaking point. This was the way to obtain obedience, pure and simple, from a female slave.

The other way would have been far preferable to him, naturally; it would have consisted of doing what he had done to poor Selene, flogging and then fucking her. But since he was not permitted to do the latter, the whipping would have to suffice. And that was why he lent all his sadistic artistry to this seemingly mild punishment, for a caning of sixteen strokes, though particularly painful if the flesh is tender, is not really a martyrdom for a young woman to bear.

But in these long moments of waiting between cuts, Gloria Talmadge had every opportunity to realize that not a single inch of her voluptuous young body was covered and that this grinning, leering, giant Negro could revel in beholding what she had never shown any man before... the treasures of her titties and her cunt.

Suddenly his arm rose and the cane slashed across the upper summits of both globes, making the fourth weal. Taken by surprise, Gloria jerked her neck and wrists in the pillory, till it creaked with her effort. And a sobbing wail of "Ohh—aah!" was wrested from her. She tried to arch forward as if to draw her buttocks away from the stinging fury of the rattan. But at the same moment, Tuambo struck again at close range, laying the cane about two inches below the last mark and across both hindquarters.

The pain was atrocious. It seemed to Gloria Talmadge that these last two strokes had merged into a white-hot band that constricted and drew her tender young flesh, and she danced from foot to foot, heedless of the excoriating pangs of this maneuver, uttering a strident "Ohh-Eeeohhh!!" as her hips twisted lasciviously this way and that, then plunged inward, only to be forced to jut out because of her bent-over stance in the whipping pillory.

But now Tuambo let another full minute elapse before, this time, he patted the lower summits of her naked seat with the wickedly flexible cane.

"Ohh, dear! Oh please hurry, please!" the naked brunette pathetically groaned. Her fingers clenched into fists, and her eyes were blurred with tears as once again she tried to twist her neck about to ease the chafing, tight grip of the pillory yoke. She lifted her right foot, set it down again, but there was nowhere she could stand with equanimity and poise; the thorns, pebbles and gravel ruthlessly attacked her throbbing naked feet, augmenting her martyrdom. And each time she lifted her foot or twisted herself, she exposed to Tuambo's greedy eyes the furry vista of her maiden cunt-hole as well as the ambery-shadowy crease between those vividly striped ivory bottomglobes of hers.

He kept the unfortunate girl in suspense by patting her buttocks several times before at last, drawing back the rod and poising it in the air another almost interminable moment, he swept the cane over the spot he had selected. Gloria Talmadge jerked and stiffened, and again the pillory creaked as she tried to free herself. "Aaahhhrrr!!" she cried shrilly.

Two more cuts remained of this first portion of her whipping. He lowered the rattan to the floor and contemplated her, his prick almost bursting through the thin loincloth, for to the Mandingo the sight of a white woman's whipped flesh was perhaps the most powerful of all erotic stimuli.

Then, without warning, he slashed the seventh cut just an inch below the tops of her hips, with an exact parallel line before the first stroke of her caning. She lunged forward, her face trying to tilt up, her nostrils shrinking and dilating, and a raucous, sobbing cry of "Eeeyeeeowwwwww, oh, please, please!" tore from her.

Now again he paused, lowering the cane, to study the vivid markings over that magnificently rounded backside. Just above the ripest summits and just below them, the skin was relatively spared, but at top and at base Gloria's bottom was violently striated. Any succeeding blows which criss-crossed these initial marks might not only break the skin but would be sure to cause unspeakable pangs. In her enervated state, the resumption of punishment would be sure to break her spirit and to bring her to capitulation, before Lady Meg — and this of course was the purpose of Tuambo's satanically devised chastisement.

At last he chose the upper summits, laying the cane and pressing it firmly against the thin white band of hitherto untouched naked bottomflesh; with a whimpering sob. Gloria Talmadge blinked her tear-filled eyes, stiffened herself and tried piteously again to find a more secure resting place for her naked, aching feet. If she had not before been conscious of the salacity of her posture, she was painfully so now; forced to jut out her bottom to the Man-dingo's cane and to his gloating gaze, she felt that her intimate flesh was atrociously swollen from the caning and that she had less control over her muscles than at the outset. And that she had less control over her muscles than at the outset. And this was true: her buttocks opened and closed involuntarily, and long shivering tremors rippled through those lovely Callyphigian globes and her upper thighs as she readied herself again.

Huishhthwack! The cane leaped out like a biting serpent to make stinging, noisy impact with that thin band of white skin.

"Ohh, ohh, dear God, give me strength!" Gloria cried out hysterically as she lunged forward against the pillory, dancing from foot to foot, swinging and twisting her naked hips in a desperate attempt to disperse the heat from her burning posterior.

Tuambo chuckled softly as he lowered the cane. The eight weals were masterfully imprinted in fiery hue, and yet within the gradations of that hue of red, there was almost artistic variety of shading: the last cut was a bright pink, and the first one on top of the hips was almost livid now, while the others progressively showed signs of turning from bright crimson or scarlet to a dark blood-red tint. And the throbbing waves of heat and pain which seared that luscious posterior were. Tuambo well knew, doing their heinous work in breaking down all her moral courage and physical stamina. For in this long pause, she would be led to believe that her caning was over and that she would merely stand here in the pillory in penitence. And then would come the denouement, when she would realize that she had had only half her whipping. Then, he told himself delightedly, she might bargain with him in her sweet white ways to cajole him into sparing her that dreadful cane. And having her grovel before him would compensate the Mandingo for himself being a slave to a white woman whom he secretly despised.

Now that the first eight cuts had been inflicted, he retreated to a footstool and squatted down on it, his narrowed eyes feasting on her naked body. But for poor Gloria Talmadge, this respite was really no respite at all; so expertly had he applied the eight cuts of the whippy rattan that the lingering burn of each stroke not only persisted but, since each of the horizontal weals were close to one another, they became a cumulative torment. Moreover, bent over as she was, the unfortunate girl's buttocks were tightened and this naturally augmented the stinging heat of the stripes. Yet she could not rest, because move as she would, her feet continued to be harassed by the cruel irritants which had already scratched and broken the fine, tender skin in several places. Tears streaked her face now, and her lips were trembling violently. Her breath came erratically and sobbingly. And the lovely ivory turrets of her titties, with their dark coral tips, hung pendant in this ignominious and shameful pose, shudderingly rising and falling with each breath.

It seemed to the brunette that each stroke of the cane had hurt more ferociously than the birch administered under Charlotte Sophia's eyes. Yet she believed that her punishment was over, which was exactly what Tuambo wished her to think. He bided his time, for the sight was one that excited him prodigiously. His swollen black prick ached with rut, and he scowled, remembering Lady Meg's injunction against pilfering the virginities of this lovely young white slave. At last, after perhaps three or four minutes had gone by, Gloria dared to hope that no more cuts of the cane would be administered over her welt-ridged bare buttocks, and she imploringly sobbed. "Oh please — if—if—it is over — won't you unlock this wretched thing? My neck and wrists hurt so terribly — pleas set me free!"

Tuambo rose from the stool with a bound laid the cane down on the footstool he ha quitted, and moved to the girl's right side, where he could see not only the panting globes of her dangling ivory bubbies but also the lissome curve of her dimpled belly and the crisp black curls which shielded her virgin mount. He put his left hand on the middle of her beautifully sculptured ivory-sheened back, a thick forefinger slyly caressing the deeply indented furrow of the spinal column, and Gloria gasped and shivered, squirming uneasily as the lubricity of that black male's touch surged through her enervated nervous system.

"You pretty bitch, you London girl." he told her in a husky, gloating voice. "You fine lady, but it don't matter here, not at all. You have to do what Lady Meg wants all the time. If you don't, Tuambo going to take you here lots of times and give you whip on bare bottom just like now."

"Oh, merciful God, is there no justice? I've done nothing, but I couldn't ever do what she wanted just now — it's shameful — it's wicked —" Gloria sobbed.

His hand caressed her back and now moved downwards toward the cheekbone, which he playfully tickled with the tip of his forefinger. Gloria gasped aloud in shame, now more than ever conscious of her nakedness and her helpless posture before this terrifying executioner. She believed that her virtue would be sacrificed as well, locked as she was alone with him in this grim dungeon. "Pl—please let me go, please, I beg of you," she whimpered again.

"But you say what Lady Meg want you to do, you don't like, little Missy. She come here pretty soon, I think. If you not obey her then, Tuambo have to whip very hard. Maybe with paddle with holes, it raises blisters and breaks the skin and draws blood. And then maybe Mistress put on Pimentade, rub in good on wounds. You not sit down for long time, Tuambo think." And with this, he cackled with salacious laughter, chilling the poor girl's blood and making her groan and sob and squirm restlessly as she still tried to set her foot down in some comfortable spot and could not.

Now his hand had glided over the welted cheeks of her bottom, from left to right and back again, lightly grazing them, feeling the shivering, uncontrollable spasms which passed through her buttocks at this profaning male touch. "I think I got to whip you some more, girl," he said roughly, for his lust was becoming intolerable. "Mistress say you get punished good till you ready to obey, to do what she tell you to back in her room. But I move you some-wheres else. I let you go now and you can rest a minute till I whip again."

"Ohh, dear God! Oh, not more whipping? Oh I couldn't stand it, please, have pity on me!" Gloria sobbed.

Tuambo cackled again and unlocked the top half of the pillory, lifting it up to free the weeping girl. Then, twisting the fingers of his left hand in her tangled jet-black curls, he applied a solid smack of his open-handed right palm against her right buttocks, drawing a scream of pain as she stumbled forward. And he led her to the dread sawhorse with its murderously sharp ridge.

"You lay down on that, put yourself over it, let arms and legs hang down, little Missy," he ordered.

Gloria Talmadge sank down on her knees, clasping her hands in prayer. Her feet were bleeding where the thorns and the sharp pebbles had cut the tender flesh, and they were chafed and splotched with the bruises and the prodding from the other painful substances on which she had moved throughout the first eight cuts of the cane. "Oh don't whip me anymore, for God's sake, don't." she sobbed.

He pretended to relent, scowling, and in a doubtful voice said. "Mistress tell me I punish you good. I only give you eight strokes of cane. That only a light whipping, not enough for disobedient slave. I don't know. Seems like to me I have to whip you more now."

"Oh please! Have mercy on me. I couldn't bear it! Be kind to me — I'm so alone and helpless — I can't be a slave — I know I'll never be able to bear it — have pity on me!"

"I tell you, little Missy," he appeared to reconsider with a crafty smile. "You give me pleasure, maybe I not whip hard. Just little bit, so mistress not know. You keep secret, huh?"

She stared at him through her tears, her hands clasped and held up to him, and it seemed to her that her fiery bottom would give her no peace for she could not help squirming about on her knees, though piteously aware of the shameless way in which she exposed her titties and cunt to his avid gaze, "I—I don't know what you mean," she faltered tearfully.

"I show you." He reached back, removed the loincloth, and his massive prick burst into view, a sight to make even a more courageous virgin than poor Gloria Talmadge quail.

"Ohh no — ohh, don't don't d—d—do it to me, don't f—f—force me, I beg you on my knees," she groaned.

"Little Missy not worry. Mistress say I not fuck you now. But maybe I have to do it if you not obey, see? But you make Tuambo happy, he not whip so hard before Mistress come. You give Tuambo nice sweet kiss right here." He pointed to his meatus with his right forefinger.

Gloria Talmadge shrank back, her eyes huge with shocked incredulity. "Oh—n—noooo!!" she cried hysterically. "I can't do such a filthy thing I won't — oh I'd rather die!"

The look of anticipation on Tuambo's face changed to one of savage spite. "Then I whip you good and hard, you see. Pretty soon, you be begging to let Tuambo show you his cock so you can pleasure it the way he likes. It too late then. Now it's time for the rest of punishment, little Missy."

And with this, with a greedy laugh, he bent down and seized the shrieking brunette who this time tried desperately to escape his hold.

But in vain. In a few moments, the weeping girl was forced down on the sharp-ridged saw-horse, and Tuambo swiftly buckled the broad strap around her waist, while she writhed and arched and tried frenziedly to escape. The narrow teeth of this apparatus bit into her virgin cunt, chafed the tender valley between her ivory titties, and in her violent struggles, the burning, throbbing pain of the caning she had already received was intensified.

In a few moments, the unfortunate naked girl found herself tightly tethered to the sawhorse, her wrists and ankles strapped and tightly buckled to the base of the four legs. These legs were at exaggerated angles, so that her thighs were lasciviously gaped, and thus the sharp ridge over which she lay pressed not only into her abdomen and along her sensitive young vulva but also even along the groove which separated the quivering, welted rotundities of her bare behind.

She tried to arch herself up, to ease the pressure of that murderous ridge, but she could not; the waiststrap alone immutably forced her down upon it. She began to cry out as she saw Tuambo return to the footstool and retrieve the cane, then come back to her, grinning evilly, brandishing it in the air and swishing it about. Tears ran down her cheeks, and her sobs and groans and cries were interspersed with heartrending pleas: "Oh don't — oh for God's sake, have mercy on me — I can't stand it — oh not like this — please don't beat me anymore, please — oh put me back in the pillory, at least, it hurts me between — between my legs! Ohhh — Mother, Mother, pray for me — I can't — EEEEYARRRHHHHOWWWW!!!"

For in the middle of her frantic supplications, Tuambo, placing his left palm on the small of the ivory back of his victim, had lifted up the cane and brought it down diagonally from the top of her right hip over across to the middle of the left buttock, and a flaming new weal at once sprang up on the twitching flesh, crisscrossing with the other horizontal stripes and causing an indescribable torture. Her head flung back, her eyes exorbitant, Gloria Talmadge shrieked with the full strength of her lungs under that murderous cut.

Without a moment's pause, the Mandingo again lifted the cane and sent it crashing against the lower summits of her buttocks, just above the thin sharp ridge over which she was strapped. Her body bounded under the straps, her face misted back to him, her eyes mad with suffering, her mouth agape in a wailing scream: "AIIIIII!! OHH, GOD IN HEAVEN, HAVE MERCY ON ME, HAVE MERCY!!"

His only answer was to inflict a third immediate cut straight across the ripest curves of both lasciviously distended, squirming bottomcheeks, over an identical mark placed during the first portion of her thrashing. Gloria Talmadge seemed to leap up from the saw-horse, her head turning from side to side, as shriek upon shriek burst from her gaping mouth, and her panting titties jiggled with the violent choking sobs which strangled in her throat. Her naked toes twisted and her fingers clawed the legs of the sawhorse in her atrocious suffering.

He paused a moment, and then brought down a fourth cut, but this vertically down the edge of the right buttock, to be followed with a fifth down the edge of the other globe. Each drew frenzied screams, babbled and hysterical and almost unintelligible pleas for mercy.

Three more cuts remained in the pattern which he had established for his subjugation of the first of the three former ladies-in-waiting of the London court. He perceived that Gloria's body was violently shaken by uncontrollable spasms, and that the agony was overwhelming for her. For in her struggles, she had rubbed her cunt unceasingly back and forth against the peak of the device to which she was strapped, and the chafing torment was an unspeakable addition to her martyrdom.

"Maybe now you obey when Mistress say so, huh?" he demanded. And before the poor distracted girl could collect her thoughts and force an answer from her trembling lips, the sinister whistle of the cane and the sharp crisp crack of rattan upon naked female flesh rose again as Tuambo applied the implement in a vertical cut down the exact middle of Gloria's left bottomglobe.

"ARRROWWWW!!! EEEEEOOOOUUU!!! OH MY GOD, YES, YES, I'LL OBEY, ONLY STOP WHIPPING ME, I'M GOING TO DIE, OH MY GOD, I'M GOING TO DIE!!" she shrieked.

Again Tuambo's native cunning saw the way to satisfy his furious lust without disobeying Lady Meg. Lowering the cane, he bent towards her, and cupped her chin in his left hand, lifted up her face and turned it to him. "You get ten more cuts, good hard one, but maybe I show mercy. You do what I say now, maybe? Otherwise you get ten very hard on the ass. Maybe I make two or three go in between the cheeks, huh? That make you scream and wriggle, I bet, ha ha ha!" And, to demonstrate his diabolical intent, he laid the cane directly along the tender crease of Gloria Talmadge's quaking, welted, burning bottomglobes and pressed down.

"OHHHH NOOO!!! PLEASE DON'T, OH GOD, NOT THERE!!! I'LL DO WHAT YOU WANT, I'LL DO ANYTHING, ONLY STOP BEATING ME, I'M GOING TO DIE OF THE PAIN, I'LL DO IT, I'LL DO IT!!!" she shrieked.

"You better do it good, or you get the ten and maybe more anyhow," he cackled.

Then, moving to the front of the sawhorse, he obscenely thrust his gigantic, swollen prick towards her tearstained, contorted face. The cane still in his right hand and lofted over her shuddering naked body, he again seized her by the hair with his other hand and lifted her face up towards his phallus. "You kiss it, you take it inside mouth and suck good, you use tongue on prick, or Tuambo whip hard," he threatened.

And so the chaste virgin Gloria Talmadge who had dreamed of preserving her chastity for the man she loved and whom she now feared she would never again see, conquered her nauseated revulsion because the atrocious pain that was burning her buttocks and chafing her tender virgin cunt had overcome even the demands of her maidenly chastity. Weeping like a lost child, proffered her trembling lips and brushed the tip of his taut meatus.

He yanked her hair brutally as he snarled. "Better than that! I want to hear you kiss good! Hurry or else I whip hard!"

With a cry of terror, Gloria Talmadge succumbed. And this time the kiss which she applied on the tip of the Mandingo's prick was noisy and emphatic enough to satisfy even him. Then, as he flicked her hips with light taps of the cane to remind her of the risk she ran in hesitating, the unfortunate naked brunette opened her mouth and accepted that mighty phallus between her chaste virgin lips, and sucked and licked, retching and gagging, but compelled by her overpowering terror to continue that loathsome task. At last with a cry of delirious rut, the Mandingo suddenly ejaculated, nearly choking Gloria with the forcible jet of his bubbling spunk. Then with a sigh of contempt, he stepped back, his organ still stiff and throbbing, and. considering the unfortunate, half-fainting girl, who spat and retched and gagged to eject from her mouth the contaminating viscosity of the Negro's seed, he pronounced these dreadful words: "Very good. But now you have to obey Mistress. I don't think you quite ready yet. You get a few more cuts till Tuambo think you ready to do whatever Mistress tell you."

And with this, he lifted up the cane and applied without pause three whistling cuts, horizontally over her naked seat, all three of them placed over the summits of her jerking, welted, burning buttocks. Gloria Talmadge arched and lunged and twisted on the sawhorse, like one demented; her eyes mad and revoked, her mouth gaping with frenzied screams, her finger clawing at the legs of the sawhorse, she rubbed and twisted and jerked her pussy back and forth over that hellish ridge.

"You ready to obey now?" he demanded, bending to her again and yanking up her head by the hair.

"Ahh... oh God... y-y-yes... anything... only stop... oh God. I'm in such pain... yes. yes. I'll obey..."

"Good. I go tell Mistress."

And, a few moments later, an incredible scene took place in this punishment chamber. Lady Meg, clad in only her chemise, hose and garters and pumps, stood before the sawhorse, with her naked slavegirl Dorothea kneeling and lofting the chemise to Lady Meg's belly, to bare that Lesbian cunt to the mouth and tongue of the moaning and shuddering naked young brunette indentured bondservant, while Tuambo stationed himself behind Gloria, the cane upraised and ready to fall upon her lividly swollen and striped bare bottom if she at any moment hesitated over performing that perverse homage to the mistress of Fairlieu Acres.

Nor did Lady Meg allow the almost unconscious victim to be released from the infernal sawhorse until Gloria's lips and tongue had brought her to ferocious climax.

"Take the bitch back to the isolation cell, Tuambo," she contemptuously ordered when at last she had composed herself and Dorothea had tactfully pulled down and smoothed the chemise. "Let Mercedes Jeffries look to that tender white bottom. And you. Gloria, you'd best try to show more alacrity when I next give you an order, or you'll have the skin of your soft rump torn into shreds, do you understand?"

Released from the sawhorse, squirming on her knees, and frantically rubbing her chafed pussy, heedless of Tuambo's lascivious chuckles, Gloria whimperingly acquiesced that she understood. At this moment, she would have done anything commanded of her. Perhaps not even that implacable old Hanoverian sow, as Arabella had called Charlotte Sophia, could have foreseen that her vengeance would have brought this gently bred young virgin to such a destiny!

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

After Gloria Talmadge had serviced Lady Meg, the latter and Dorothea went back to the perverse plantation owner's bedroom, there to spend an uninhibited night. Invariably, whenever the sandy-haired heiress was stimulated by the sight of the punishment of one of her lovely females slaves, she acted as if she had consumed a potent cantharide in her wine. And even Dorothea, who by now was well acquainted with her mistress' debauchery and herself was an enthusiastic Lesbian, had to confess herself wearied by the importunities which Lady Meg exacted from her on this, the first night of the bondage of these three former ladies-in-waiting.

Tuambo picked up the swooning Gloria from the floor and, lifting her up in his arms, bore her off to the infirmary, where the mature, voluptuous, olive-skinned Mercedes attended her. But at the hour when the Mandingo brought Gloria to her, the beautiful Scottish widow had already retired for the night. This did not matter at all to Tuambo, who rudely flung open the door of her chamber — which was in the barn-like building where her duties kept her — and called out. "Get up, woman, Mistress say you look after this new slave, she get whipped good. Then you tell Tuambo when she ready for work, so Mistress know what to do with her. You savvy?"

Mercedes had retired in a batiste nightgown, one of the last items of her original bridal trousseau. It shaped out the magnificent titties, hips and thighs of this woman whose destiny had brought her to the humble and servile position on Fairlieu Acres. In her way, she was little better off than Laura Eggleston, and she resented it. But she had already made her compromise to avoid the ignominy of the lash and the violence of being delivered over to the Negro overseers to satisfy their animal lusts: whenever Lady Meg summoned her to her bedchamber. Mercedes resignedly obeyed and lent herself to all those licentious practices which delighted the perverse young aristocrat.

Tuambo lingered, to make certain Mercedes would carry out the order which he had transmitted from Lady Meg. His eyes glittered with lust as he saw the handsome, oliveskinned widow approach the table where he had laid the almost unconscious naked body of Gloria Talmadge. He had laid her on her back out of lustful intent, so that he could admire the shape of her thighs and the black tangled curls of her virgin cunt, a sight which tortured him. because he had been forbidden entry into that tempting lovechasm.

He saw the marvelous symmetry of her jouncy titties and the rosy buds which rose up shudderingly at each whimpering breath. Mercedes saw precisely what he had done, and a sickening feeling of loathing and hatred rose within her, but she was careful not to let the Mandingo see this. He could be a deadly enemy if crossed, she knew. Indeed, all four of the Negro overseers could enjoy the carnal favors of virtually every slave of the plantation except those for whom Lady Meg had issued strict orders. All that was necessary was for one of the blacks to approach a slave in the fields and intimate to her that he would report her to Lady Meg for malingering or laziness, and the terrified young woman would shudderingly resign herself to the lesser of the two evils, for a night with Tuambo might be odious and disgusting, but it could not match the hell of the whipping post and prolonged torment.

Mercedes therefore approached the table and gentiy rolled Gloria onto her belly. Then she frowned and glanced up at the Mandingo. "You've really marked her, Tuambo."

"Yes, Missy Mercedes." He grinned, using this title as a kind of insult, for he knew precisely what her station was on this plantation. "Only with short cane, though. Not too bad, Tuambo only do what Mistress order."

"Yes, I suppose it could have been worse, the poor girl." the Scottish widow said compassionately as she traced the dark weals the cane had raised. In one or two spots the skin was actually broken, and dark coagulated blood showed on the quivering flesh. She procured a towel and a basin of water and began to sponge Gloria's bottom. Tuambo was reluctant to leave, but at last he decided it was time for sleep, and his eyes lit up with an evil joy. He had forgotten about the Creole Selene, a present from Lady Meg.

Since his sadistic instincts were not entirely appeased, even though he had compelled poor Gloria to perform the infamous act of fellatio on him, Tuambo went downstairs to the dungeon where he had brought Gloria and from which he had just freed her, and seized the very cane which he had used on the lovely young London brunette.

Thus armed, he went back to his own little cottage, which was near the barn-like edifice, and there he found the lovely young Creole waiting for him apprehensively. Selene was naked, in sandals, for she was permitted no clothing during this first week of her tenure with him. He intended to break her spirit so thoroughly that she would be in truth his concubine. Seeing that she had indeed an excellent education and a good mind, he knew precisely the way to strike at her psyche: brute force and pain, the infallible law of the jungle, would tame this darkeyed Creole slut whom the Mistress had given him.

The little cottage was as comfortably furnished in its way as the plantation house itself. Lady Meg was all too well aware that she had to rely on the four Negro overseers to maintain her power (for gnawing at the back of her mind was always the thought that one day all of her female slaves would rise and turn against her) and therefore she saw to it that they wanted for nothing. There were even cut-glass decanters of wine and gin and whiskey and sturdy boxbeds and comfortable armchairs, tables and costly table linen. She was also shrewd and practical; Lady Meg believed that by giving the Negroes this luxury, they would not be tempted to take from her what she had, since after all, they were enjoying the same comforts.

"On your knees, woman, when Tuambo come into his house," the Negro commanded, swishing the cane through the air. The naked Creole at once obeyed with a whimper of fright, her enormous dark eyes fixed on the sinewy dark build of her Negro lord and master, then darkening in despair when she perceived the weapon in his right hand.

He saw the direction of her gaze and cackled gloatingly: "That's right, Selene. Tuambo going to give you little thrashing. Make you nice and hot for fuck-fuck. Get down here and crawl to me. You my woman now, Lady Meg say so. So you do everything Tuambo tells you, quick, or you get plenty of this!" and again he swished the rattan through the air with an ominous whistle.

Selene's flesh crawled at the sight of that murderously flexible implement. But she did not dare run the risk of disobeying him, and so, with a choking sob, head bowed, she crawled towards him.

"Now stretch out on the floor, woman, grab my legs with your hands and lick my feet," he commanded.

Selene obediently stretched herself out on the bare floor and the Mandingo stared down at her voluptuously swelling buttocks. The marks of previous whippings had left faint blue splotches on the backs of her thighs and over her behind, but the warm satiny naked flesh of the lovely young Creole roused his rut again, filled as he was with a frustrated longing for the lovely white indentured bondservant whom he had just so severely flogged. Selene humbled herself before him, groveling, her hands clutching his ankles, her tongue and lips saluting his naked toes. He watched her indulgently for a moment, then bent down to her, raised the cane and inflicted a stinging THWACK! across the naked summits of both naked bottomcheeks.

"Oh please, Tuambo. I'll obey you, don't whip me, please don't," Selene pleaded, lifting her tearstained face up to him.

"You watch your tongue, woman," he menaced. "You my slave, you see? Slave got no rights, no talk to master, just obey, that's all you got to do, Selene. Get up now and make it fast. I gonna teach you a lesson on who your man and master is, you savvy?

Whimpering, she nodded as she rose to her feet. Fearfully, she put a hand behind her and gingerly rubbed the still-burning horizontal mark left by the cane.

"It sting good, Selene baby, huh?" Tuambo chuckled. "Good. I give you nice chance to see how it really stings. You bend over now, hold onto legs, count off ten good hard stinging cuts. That make you hot for fuck-fuck, I bet. Go on, do it fast, or I tie you to post and use a whip all over your bare body, Selene!"

With a groan of terror, the lovely Creole rose and faced him, while he grinned, relishing her distress and terror. Finally he ordered, "You bend over real good, hold onto ankles, and you count ten, and you say 'Thank you. Massa,' each time you feel cane on your ass, you hear me, Selene!"

Having already lost her virginity to this brutal and brawny giant, Selene had learned the futility of resistance. All the same, as she reluctantly bent over and grasped her ankles, thereby sticking up and out her twitching, shivering naked behind, she could not refrain from placating him in the most piteous, trembling voice: "I do fuck-fuck just the way you like, Tuambo. Please don't whip hard — Selene can't stand it."

"Ten lashes, bitch, and you count out loud so Tuambo can hear, you savvy? He ignored her plea.

Tears began to run down the Creole's cheeks as she silently bent herself down and thrust out her naked buttocks for the cane. Her fingernails dug into her own ankles as she clutched them to sustain herself. And, like Gloria, she waited an intolerable time until the first blow fell upon her tender skin. When it did, attacking the base of both buttocks, Selene let out a cry of pain and sobbed, "Oww! One, Tuambo, th-thank you, m-massa! Oh, please don't, not so hard!"

He ignored her supplications, as he had ignored everything else from the start. Nine more cruel times the rattan measured its length across her bounding, jerking, squirming, streaked bare buttocks. Selene screamed and begged, but did not forget to count, wishing no more attention in this wise.

When she had tearfully announced the tenth and final count, he roughly flung down the cane and ordered her to remove his loincloth and to suck him, then prepare for bed.

Hardly, however, had her mouth touched his swollen prick, before he roughly seized her by the hair and dragged her over to a low couch, a present from his aristocratic mistress. Flinging her down on her back, he brutally mounted her and with a single dig, plunged himself to the hilt inside her still narrow', warm young cunt.

As he fucked her, he issued savage and obscene directives: "You nigra woman now, bitch, not fancy woman in New Orleans, nossuh! You please your nigra master, or I thrash your bottom and your titties too, good and hard. Put your legs over my ass, that's it... hold me tight with your arms and kiss me good... stick your tongue in Tuambo's mouth..."

As she obeyed in her cringing fear, Tuambo closed his eyes and pretended it was the beautiful naked brunette Gloria who lay beneath him, her thighs yawning to accept the brunt of his swollen prick, and this image made his rut bubble to the surface, so that after only a few moments he uttered a hoarse bellow and felt himself gush all his life into Selena's quaking, churning, narrow cunthole...

Lady Meg did not rise until nearly eleven the next morning after her night of lust with the beautiful Danish slavegirl Dorothea. Her whim was such that one slave might be chosen for several weeks to attend her, compelled to submit to every perversity which Lady Meg's mind could conjure, and then as swiftly and without explanation, the unsuspecting and stupefied "favorite" would find herself rudely sent to the tobacco or the cotton field and ignored for many months to come — unless, of course. Lady Meg found it incumbent upon her to witness the girl's punishment in the flogging sheds which bordered the rolling acres of her estate.

Lady Meg's first impulse was to put the new and punished slave Gloria immediately into her service, along with Beatrice and Arabella, but with a true sadistic mentality, she at last decided that the suspense of waiting to learn their ultimate status on the plantation could only prove beneficial for her by adding to their fears. As for Gloria, from what Tuambo had told her and from what she had seen when she had gone to enforce her will on the unfortunate young brunette. Lady Meg was convinced that the girl's spirit was already sufficiently broken to subject her to the most degrading and depraved acts of compliance.

And then, remembering Lady Louise Carlton's slurs at the wharf the day before, she smiled as the sudden caprice entered her debauched young mind, the caprice of making Gloria one of the ponygirls whom she would train to run in a race between herself and her hated rival. Lady Louise Carlton had even gone so far as to taunt her by saying she would wager her own freedom for a month in such a race... well, so be it! She would send a formal challenge, and herself agree to the same stake... if she lost such a race, she would be the slave of Lady Louise Carlton for thirty days and nights. But she also knew that, thanks to the brutality of her Negro overseers, as well as to the unflinching vigilance which her female overseers displayed also towards all her slaves, the dread of the sternest reprisals would make any girl she chose give her utmost to prevent losing such a wager. Moreover, there were ways of assuring her victory, even if she should appear to lose such a race: Kijaniro or even Tuambo might hide behind a hedge and plant a carefully camouflaged animal trap in the path which Lady Carlton's human steeds must take. Then at the critical moment the trap would be sprung, one of the rival pony-girls would be caught in it, and she would canter on to victory, wielding her riding crop liberally over the bottoms of her girls. The picture was so delicious that she laughed aloud, and beautiful Dorothea, who wore once again her short tunic and highheeled pumps, shivered at the sound. Such laughter never boded anything but anguish and suffering from Lady Meg's luckless slaves.

"I'll visit the fields, Dorothea. Hurry and dress me," she peremptorily ordered the Danish girl. Languidly, she stretched and yawned as Dorothea deferentially removed her chemise and bared that pale-skinned, boyishly compact naked body to which she had given such lascivious adulation the night before. Lady Meg smiled down at the kneeling girl who had removed her dainty bedslippers and commanded. "Kiss my feet for a moment or two while I stretch myself and truly waken. Dorothea, then you may bring me my chocolate. Hot and sweet. But before you go for it, lay out my riding breeches and my boots. And of course the silver-handled riding crop. We shall see if there are any laggards working in the fields this morning. Do you agree, Dorothea?"

"Yes, Madame," the Danish girl humbly replied. She began to kiss Lady Meg's bare feet with fervor, while the perverse heiress wriggled her toes and saw to it that the girl's tongue crept between each of those dainty pedal extremities. The sensual caress, the feel of Dorothea's warm, humid tongue evoked once more Lady Meg's sensual ardor, but she had had surfeit of lust last night, and so she did not prolong the ritual. Yet her eyes covetously followed Dorothea's luscious hips, which the short tunic lusciously molded out. as the Danish slavegirl hurried to lay out the elegant riding breeches, the glistening leather boots, the fine white silk stockings which clambered up Lady Meg's legs beneath the boots, her lace-trimmed drawers, and a short camisole which covered her small, orange-like titties. Then, while Lady Meg stretched out on her chaise longue, naked as the day she was born. Dorothea hastened to the kitchen to bring back a tray on which a pot of steaming sweet chocolate and a fine Sevres cup, as well as two brioches, freshly baked by the cook, were displayed to whet the mistress' appetite.

After Lady Meg had breakfasted. Dorothea helped her dress. For her reward as "favorite" pro tem, the Danish girl had been obliged to kneel before the chaise longue while Lady Meg nibbled greedily at the brioches, from time to time dropping a crumb or two into the young woman's open mouth. And Lady Meg left Dorothea a sip of her chocolate — but the girl was not permitted to take the cup into her hand and sip from it; no, it was set down upon the floor before Lady Meg's feet and Dorothea had to get down on the floor and lap up the liquid with her tongue.

Now fully dressed and looking troublingly mannish without her silverblonde wig (for her sandy-colored hair was rather closely cropped), but earning a parasol in her left hand and the silverhandled riding crop in her right, the despotic mistress of Fairlieu left the house and got into the landau which Tuambo drove in his capacity as coachman. For this role, he wore a red coat with gold buttons, black trousers and boots, and a top hat of which he was inordinately proud. There were times when, to impress his latest conquest, the Mandingo would put on the hat and his boots and nothing else, and carry the carriage whip which he used as coachman, while a naked white slavegirl or a Creole or a lovely young Negress groveled before him. And at times, even the fantasy of having his own despotic mistress. Lady Meg Fairlieu, before him in such a reversal of their roles, had entered his crafty mind. Thus far he was content with his servitude, because she had eased it with her many gifts of succulent young cunts to ease the rigors of his aching black prick, for Tuambo was an insatiable satyr.

"To the cotton fields first, Tuambo," Lady Meg gaily called as she leaned back in the landau and laid the parasol in the seat beside her. There was a crack of the carriage whip and the white Percherons tossed their heads and began to trot. Tuambo crooned an African song, a song which told of the conquest of a mighty king who would unite all Africans. In that song he was the longed-for leader, strong and cruel and ruthless to enemies, a virile lover who could console the lonely widow's and the timorous maidens.

Nearly half of the estate was devoted to the growing of cotton. And there were some sixty slaves working in these fields, all women. Most of them, like Arabella and Beatrice and Gloria, were transported bondservants sent to the Colonies for one crime or another. In the tobacco fields, which took up the other half of the acreage, except for perhaps a hundred acres of timber and grazing land, there were seventy female slaves. Only sisters or others related by blood were quartered together in the little huts reserved for slaves at the edge of these large properties, for Lady Meg, herself a Lesbian, knew very well that two women quartered together might well attempt to console each other's misery by the devious caresses of Sappho and Bilitis.

The landau stopped at last before the large weighing shed, a rectangular wooden frame structure with a large platform, a broad flight of wooden steps ascending to it, and storage rooms for the cotton, as well as the punishment chamber for those unfortunates who had not picked their daily quota and were therefore sentenced to punishment. The household itself consisted of twenty slavegirls, and the former ladies-in-waiting had just augmented that number by three. Of that total, even Mercedes Jeffries was counted as such, and also Laura Eggleston. The lovely cook was a woman of thirty-six, a magnificendy beautiful Dahomay Negress who had cost Lady Meg all of two thousand dollars, because, prior to her acquisition of this treasure, the woman had served five years as cook for a French marquis who had instructed her in many of the gastronomical delicacies of his native country and taught her to be an expert in preparing as fine a ragout and coq au vin as terrapin stew or roasted rabbit. Her name was Liza, and she was as tall as Dorothea but far more buxom. Her skin was flawlessly satiny, and Tuambo as well as the other three overseers hungered for the lovely body. But the Negress was not for them: Lady Meg had corrupted even her in the pursuit of her insatiable Lesbian lusts.

The landau stopped and Lady Meg emerged. There were two overseers standing on the platform at the moment, and three handsome, muscular young women who dealt out the whippings at sundown in the punishment shed. All of them recognized their mistress and at once inclined their heads and knelt down in token of respect as Tuambo opened the door of the landau and helped her down.

With him beside her, she ascended the steps to the platform and cheerily spoke to the head overseer, a woman of thirty-four, named Dorothy Thompson, as unscrupulous as Lady Meg herself in extracting every ounce of labor from her unfortunate charges. Dorothy Thompson owed her life to Lady Meg, and the latter had never let her forget it in the four years she had held this post as head overseer. For Dorothy Thompson had been a freedwoman until then, respectably married to a Charleston shipowner. In a fit of rage, finding that he was trifling with a tavern wench, she had stabbed him to death and had subsequently been sentenced to be hanged. But Lady Meg had intervened with the Governor and obtained a pardon on the condition that she accept full responsibility for Dorothy Thompson. Dorothy had spent the first year working in the fields as a slave, and had tasted the paddle many times on her plump, rounded buttocks for failure to pick the designated number of pounds. Then she had been made assistant overseer, and then a year ago chief overseer. But a single word from Lady Meg could send her back to the gallows, and she knew it. She was black-haired, about five feet eight inches in height, and her body was tanned and supple from the sun and from the labor she did, for it was her duty to show new slaves how to pick without damaging the plants. She wore men's breeches, work shoes and open-throat blouse with short sleeves, and a broad-brimmed straw hat to shelter her eyes from the sun.

The assistant overseer was a woman of thirty, auburnhaired, stocky, with a cunning, rather vapidly pretty face, and short, powerful thighs and a plump backside that had often, like Dorothy's felt the stinging kiss of the paddle or the bite of the rattan. She, too, had often worked in the fields beside Dorothy. Her name was Anne Marbury, and she had been sent from England after having been convicted on a charge of forgery, which might well have cost her her life on the gallows at Tyburn. Lady Meg had bought her on the auction block, consigned her to the cotton field, and after a few paddlings. Anne had surpassed even Dorothy in picking her daily quota and more. She had remained assistant overseer for three years, because Lady Meg did not believe that she had the intelligence or the personality to command others as well as Dorothy Thompson did.

The three handsome wenches who applied the daily punishments were favorites of Lady Meg. One of them, Celestine Dubois, a girl from Marseilles, had even been summoned to her Lesbian couch on several occasions. Celestine was yellow-haired, slim, but with magnificent cantaloupe-like titties and an expressively round, upstandingly set bottom, with carnation-tinted skin, a heart-shaped face marred only by a somewhat pronounced aquiline nose, soft ripe lips, and cold blue eyes. She too had been an indentured bondservant at the outset, for she had married an Englishman and had run away with a sailor and a large sum of money from her husband's treasure chest.

Brought back, she had been publicly flogged at Tyburn and sentenced to the Bridewell for five years, but it was discovered that workers were needed in the Colonies, and George III wished to make sure that the British Lion would flourish abroad. He therefore signed a commutation of Celestine's sentence, and Lady Meg purchased her on the auction block. When she discovered that Celestine knew how to use a whip, she at once sent her to the punishment shed as one of the feared, but certainly respected aides who dealt out floggings at the end of each day's work.

Celestine could wield a martinet or a strap or a birch with consummate skill, and being a woman, knew where it would hurt the most. Two years ago she had endeared herself to Lady Meg by subjugating a fiery young rebel Creole who had refused to work in the cotton fields and who had produced only about a dozen pounds at the end of the day instead of her quota of sixty. Celestine had had the lovely girl hung by her heels from the ceiling, with a wooden stick bound between her ankles to force her legs out to a distension of a full yard. Then, arming herself with a three-thonged martinet, she had proceeded to apply the forty-eight lashes to which the unfortunate Creole was sentenced (the difference between twelve and sixty) down the crease of the young woman's bottom, reserving the last dozen lashes for the very end of the flogging. Then, moving around to the front of her victim, Celestine had applied the last dozen right down between the straddled legs, so the tips of the leather thongs bit into the niche in the Creole's furry cunt. From that day forth, the slave sought to surpass all her colleagues in filling her basket with cotton by the time the call to stop work was sounded.

The second whipper was Maggie Trenton, shrewish, tall, black-haired, thirty-five years of age. She, too, had been a freedwoman in Charleston, but she had been an orphan and brought up on almost daily regimen of the birch by her fosterparents, who had taken her out of an orphanage for the satisfaction of their own perverse lusts. She had been fourteen at the time, and her foster father and mother had inflamed their ignoble passions by lying her to a bedpost and flogging her until the sound of her cries and the sight of her twistings and squirmings inflamed their lusts and they fell writhing onto the bed before her, where they copulated like animals. She had endured five years of that, repeatedly raped by the husband and abused in a Lesbian way by his wife. When she was twenty, she had escaped and run away to Georgia, where she had managed to survive for two or three years as a domestic to a genteel widow who had inherited a small plantation.

But a visitor to that plantation, had informed the local magistrates, and Maggie Trenton found herself again tied to a whipping post, flogged for the amusement of the townsfolk, then sent back in chains to Charleston. Happily for her, her foster parents themselves were imprisoned by that time. They ran a tavern, and they had been caught in the act of pouring laudanum into a sailor's mug of rum and then robbing him while he lay in befuddled stupor. With their imprisonment, Maggie's freedom was granted her by the Charleston magistrate on the condition that she find suitable employment or marry. And she did marry, and lived for six years in relative domestic felicity, except that her husband was a perennial drunkard and could never give her a child. Upon his death, she found that he had left her nothing, and again she was faced with the need for employment of some kind. Lady Meg had met her in Charleston and believed her story, and believed that Maggie Trenton could suitably serve her as one of the executioners in the punishment shed, for she had much rancor in her heart and a hatred of pretty girls. And so she had employed the woman, but only on condition that Maggie sign a ten-year indenture, so like all the others on Fairlieu Acres, she too would be a slave.

The third girl was also one of Lady Meg's special favorites. She was young, lovely and a Lesbian. Her name was Marie Bentham, she was dark-brown-haired, twenty-three, with a superb, robust body, tawny skin, and she loathed men. Like Lady Meg herself, Marie's uncle had not only tried to rape her in his drunken lust, but succeeded. Unlike Lady Meg, however, Marie Bentham did not resort to murdering him. Instead she eloped with a sailor, lived with him for two years, only to discover that he had taken her before a false parson. Finally he tired of her and cast her aside. She returned to Charleston, far too proud to seek help from her detested uncle — her parents had died when she was only four — and Lady Louise Carlton had made overtures to her to work for her as a maid. Hearing this, Lady Meg proposed that Marie work on her plantation instead, and artfully promised her extraordinary wages and a little house all her own. In return, Marie had to sign an indenture.

This she did, only to discover that Lady Meg had tricked her. But since the powerful, despotic owner of Fairlieu Acres was virtually a law unto herself, and had the favor of the Governor, the young woman could do nothing but submit. However, she was consoled in bed by Lady Meg, and she learned to vent her spleen on the helpless young women who were forced to strip and be tied down to the machines in the shed, but in her mind's eye, each bottom to which she applied the lash was Lady Meg's, and what Lady Meg did not suspect was that Marie brooded on that treachery of long ago, and ached for revenge.

This, then, was the background of the setting in which our three former ladies-in-waiting found themselves. Their destinies seemed clouded and unhappy indeed, under the yoke of so perfidious an owner!

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

Lady Meg had come upon her overseers at about the moment for their luncheon repast. The tall, lanky Furlani Negro, Kijaniro, came down the road driving a buggy in which the handsome Dohomey cook had placed huge crocks of lentil soup, loaves of freshly baked bread, several bottles of Madeira, cheeses and fruits. These were intended for the five overseers and female whippers, as well as for Kijaniro himself. For the slaves out in the fields, there would simply be the soup and bread. Each girl who toiled down the rows of cotton plants was given a leather bottle of water at the start of her working day; she was expected to make it last until sundown. True, she might humbly beg one of the overseers for more water, but only if she was a good worker would she be grudgingly given another portion. The call for the cessation of work was sounded by Kijaniro himself, who took a silver whistle circling his neck from a golden chain, a kind of badge of authority which Lady Meg herself had bestowed upon him, and blew a shrill blast, then two shorter ones.

The head overseer, the handsome Dorothy Thompson respectfully inquired. "Will you not take your noontime repast with us and honor us so, Lady Meg?"

"Very well. But I warn you, I am in need of diversion this morning. I am still discomfited by the insult I received from that upstart, Lady Louise Carlton, at the docks yesterday afternoon. You may lunch with me, Tuambo. Then take the landau back to the house and tell Laura that she may take the other two new slaves, the ones from London, out of isolation, have them bathed and perfumed, dress them in their tunics and pumps, and send them into my chambers to tidy up, so that all will be clean and proper upon my return."

"I obey you, mistress," the giant Mandingo quickly retorted, inclining his head in signal of respect.

The sandyhaired heiress in her riding breeches and boots, swinging the parasol in one hand and brandishing the silver-handled riding-crop in the other, ascended the stairs to the platform, and then with the two overseers and the three whippers, went into the office of the overseer, where there was a table and chairs. She drank freely of the Madeira, and the animated color in her cheeks indicated that she was recovering from her jaded orgy of the night before with the Danish slavegirl.

"How is the production, Dorothy?" she demanded of the head overseer. "You know that we must harvest before mid-September, before the first heavy rains. Then we may perhaps have a little festival for the workers — if they earn it."

"In general, Mistress," Dorothy Thompson leaned forward, her hands and face suddenly tense and worried, "the production is about as good as last year."

"That's not good enough. I am told by Tuambo that this harvest should be an especially bountiful one. I am counting on a very profitable sale, so that I may buy myself new dresses from Paris and perhaps add a wing to my house. Why hasn't it improved, Dorothy?"

"To be honest with you, Mistress, because the quotas for the slaves have been set so high that they are exhausted and they do not do their best work. They grumble more than I have ever heard them grumble before."

Lady Meg's face darkened with anger. "They dare to shirk their work. Dorothy? Take care, you are my overseer because I have confidence in you, but if I don't get the results I expect, you yourself may go back to those rows with your basket and stand at sundown before the scales and know whether you must first visit the whipping shed before you go back to your quarters. I will not lower those quotas under any circumstances. They are fair, and a healthy girl who does an honest day's work can meet them. But I will tell you what I will do. Dorothy. To the prescribed whipping for picking which falls short of the daily quota, you will henceforth add three slashes with the riding crop, and you will have all slaves informed of this, so they know what to expect if their baskets are short of the proper weight. Do you understand me?"

"I do, Mistress."

Luncheon finished. Lady Meg watched Tuambo ascend the coachman's seat on the landau and drive back to the house. Then she turned to Dorothy Thompson: "I told you that I need diversion, and I do not propose to wait out here in the hot sun until evening. Is there none of your slaves who does not need a really effective lesson to spur her production?"

"There are a few, to be sure, Lady Meg. And they are generally punished two or three times a week because they are short the required weight in their baskets."

"How many of these idle bitches are there?"

"I should say, Mistress," Dorothy Thompson replied after some deliberation, "about six or seven girls who do not give their best. They all seem to have ingenious excuses."

"I repeat, you are my overseer because I trust you. But you are a fool if you listen to excuses. All these bitches know is the lash, and that is what they shall have aplenty if they don't put their backs into their work. Come, now, of those slaves you have just mentioned, you will select one who seems to have the least chance of fulfilling her quota. I wish to see how my expert whippers punish a lazy girl. It would be a good example for the others."

Dorothy Thompson frowned. "We should have to project, Your Ladyship." she tactfully proposed. "The slaves are used to the sundown count. They have done only half a day's labor, you know."

"You attempt to insult my intelligence, Dorothy?" Lady Meg hissed imperatively. "It is very simple to me. If a girl has eighty pounds as her quota, and by midday has picked only thirty, it is quite obvious to me that she will certainly not make her quota in the afternoon. Therefore, I would adjudge that she has at best a chance to pick sixty pounds, which leaves her twenty pounds short, or twenty lashes. Do you not follow my reasoning Dorothy?"

Realizing on what dangerous ground she trod, the handsome black-haired overseer lowered her eyes and nodded. "It shall be as you wish, Mistress." Then, turning to Anne Marbury, her stocky auburn-haired assistant, she ordered. "We shall give Lady Meg not one but two examples, then. Bring me Kate Madsden and Sheila Parrish." Then, regarding the aristocratic plantation owner, she added. "These are very likely the worst offenders and those who are most often obliged to visit the whipping shed at the end of the day."

"Excellent, Dorothy! It will be a novelty to watch two girls being whipped at the same time. And who shall apply the lash, then?"

Dorothy Thompson glanced at Celestine Dubois, who eagerly nodded. Then her eyes met those of Maggie Trenton, who also nodded. "Celestine and Maggie will have the honor to perform in Your Ladyship's presence."

"I shall give a gold sovereign," Lady Meg announced, "to her who shows the most ingenuity and causes the most genuine suffering of her victim."

Celestine and Maggie eyed each other, already protagonists in a duel whose sadistic outcome meant only additional suffering for the two young women who were to be flogged solely for the capricious amusement of the plantation owner.

The rangy young Furlani Negro overseer — who as we well know, with his three black colleagues, ranked over the female overseers of this plantation — was sent to summon Kate and Sheila Parrish with their baskets. Meanwhile, Celestine and Maggie stared at each other warily, each resolving to win the prize which Lady Meg had issued. In a few moments, the two unfortunate girls ascended the stairs, with Kijaniro behind them, carrying their baskets and, seeing the autocratic young mistress of the plantation, paling with fear.

"Hoist your bucket up on the scale there, Kate," Dorothy Thompson commanded. Kate Madsden was twenty, about five feet six inches in height, and under her wide-brimmed straw hat (which naturally every fieldhand wore to shield her from the sun), a thick chestnut cascade fell nearly to the middle of her back. She had been a waif in Charleston, the city of her birth, for her father had been the town drunkard and her mother the town whore. At thirteen she had been apprenticed to a farmer who had initiated her in the barn to the priapic powers of a master. He had married a few years later, and his shrewish wife had caught him with Kate in the barn, had the girl stripped naked and tied up by the thumbs to one of the rafters, and then had used the horsewhip on her until Kate dangled bleeding and unconscious. She had compelled her husband to sell the girl, and Kate had passed first to an elderly and relatively benevolent plantation owner who had made her his mistress, although he was practically impotent.

But with his death two years ago, Kate had been acquired by Lady Meg under indenture. Her face was particularly handsome, and sullen, which gave it an almost wild beauty. Large, widely spaced dark-brown eyes, a straight nose, a ripe, rather scornful mouth with pronounced upper lip and firm chin, and slantingly set cheekbones denoted a temperament which, as Dorothy Thompson had already pointed out to Lady Meg, was that of a troublemaker. And indeed, Kate had found herself in the whipping shed at least two or three times a month. She had nurtured several plans to escape, but each had been thwarted. One, which she had put into action a month after her purchase by Lady Meg had cost her the sentence of a week in one of the dungeons beneath the barn-like structure in which the three ladies-in-waiting were sequestered. She had been flogged each day by Kijaniro, and he had fucked her every night and forced her to surrender even the virginity of her bottomhole to him on the final night, under threat of an additional lashing.

The basket was placed upon the scales and Anne Marbury, the assistant overseer, scrutinized it. "I mark it thirty-one pounds," she announced.

"Less three for the basket, of course," Dorothy Thompson spoke up.

"Aye," Anne Marbury agreed, "which means that Kate has picked twenty-eight pounds, and her quota is sixty-five."

"The quota is much too low," Lady Meg drawled, staring insolently at the chestnut-haired rebel. All slaves working in the fields wore either a dress of linsey-woolsey or else an osnaburg blouse and short skirt which went down only to the knees, and workshoes. To give their bodies greater freedom of movement for the work, and also because a great many clothes became an ordeal under the hot sun during a full day's picking, they wore only drawers and short camisoles under the dresser; and on every hot days would disregard the dresses entirely.

Kate Madsden stared at Lady Meg, her mouth agape at this cruel pronunciamento. "By your reckoning, Thompson," Lady Meg drawled, "this girl will have picked fifty-six pounds by the end of the day and therefore have only nine lashes. We shall set the quota at seventy-five. She has therefore nineteen to endure."

"But that's not fair!" Kate burst out in a husky* voice, her fists clenching.

"Add six more for insolence," Lady Meg decreed, "so it will be twenty-five, and if you speak to me again, you sullen bitch, I'll have the number doubled and let Kijaniro himself attend to you! Aye," she uttered a cruel little laugh, as she saw the handsome chestnut-haired girl stiffen and her face congeal with apprehension. "You've reason to remember your handsome black stud, haven't you, my girl? And now let's see what the Parrish wench has recorded for herself this day."

Sheila Parrish was twenty-two, and petite, being only about five feet three inches in height. But her body was sumptuous, and the three whippers particularly enjoyed it when they had her at their mercy in the whipping shed; her plump round buttocks, her full thighs, her rounded calves and her milky skin challenged all their artistry and the whip marked vividly on that luscious young body to show them their handiwork. Sheila Parrish's hair was black, her face was rounded, with a mutinous, dimpled chin and small sulky mouth, a dainty snub nose and closely spaced dark blue eyes.

She had been on the plantation two years, and like our heroines, had come from London as a felon, originally sentenced to be hanged for the crime of having killed her illegitimate child. What was not said at the court was that Sheila's husband had deserted her, the child was born deformed, and the unfortunate girl had not a penny for its sustenance, nor would she turn to prostitution to earn money for her babe. But the harsh laws of the time allowed for no such compassionate appraisal of her situation, only the cold, hard fact of what she had done. And the royal pardon had saved her from the noose and Jack Ketch and his associate. Master Dickson at Tyburn, and brought her to the auction block at the dock in Charleston. She constantly brooded over the injustice done her, and she too had once tried to run away. Kijaniro had taught her the meaning of obedience with a daily flogging and a nightly fucking and buggering, for her lusciously opulently rounded buttocks had mightily tempted the rutting Furlani.

At Dorothy Thompson's curt gesture, Sheila Parrish lifted her basket onto the weighing scales. "Twenty-seven pounds," the overseer announced. "Less three for the basket is twenty-four. Her quota, Anne?"

"Also sixty-five." the assistant overseer piped up.

"That means the wench shall have seventeen lashes," Lady Meg pronounced. "But she is sturdy and plumper than Kate, so let her quota stand at seventy henceforth, and today also. That will make twenty-two lashes, and this is a fairer contest for Celestine and Maggie. It would not be mete if Kate were to have twenty-five strokes and that buxom baby-killer only seventeen. Now then, since that's decided, it remains only to see who shall whip Kate and who Sheila. What say you, Celestine, my pretty yellow-haired mistress of the whip? Whose bottom are you eager to lash?"

"Why, Mistress," Celestine laughed, showing beautiful strong, white teeth. "Sheila's, to be sure. There's more target there for my lashing. I'll win that gold sovereign off you, Lady Meg, or my name's not Celestine Dubois!"

"I will bet you ten shillings myself," Maggie Trenton angrily spoke up, "that I will make Kate scream for mercy before your Sheila does."

"Done!" Celestine laughingly retorted.

And now the two whippers seized their victims each by a wrist and led them on into the whipping shed, while Lady Meg followed, her eyes sparkling and her lips moist with lascivious eagerness.

The whipping shed, like the dungeons, contained several apparatuses to which the victims could be bound in poses which would accentuate the vulnerability of their naked bottoms under the lash. There was a tall footstool with buckling straps connected to the front and back leg, as well as one connected to the side of the padded leather top. There was a low, wide bench as well, with a triangulated block of wood resting on the middle; the peak of the triangle had been covered by a rubber cap so that the sharp point would not injure the belly of the victim bound over the bench, but the device served admirably to uparch the slave's naked behind and render it still more prominent to the kisses of the whip. Finally, there was a whipping post with a crossarm and two metal rings set at each end, not unlike the one at which Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria had languished in that London palace courtyard at the outset of our story.

Dorothy Thompson brought in a chair for Lady Meg, who seated herself and leaned forward with evident relish and anticipation. Anne Marbury and the Furlani overseer stood with folded arms, watching as Celestine and Maggie now took charge of their cowed victims. Celestine, holding pretty, petite Sheila Parrish by the wrists, hissed in her ear. "Maggie has three lashes more to give Kate than I to give you, little bitch, so you'd best be yowling midway through, or I'll send the tips of the lash into that whorish cunt of yours, mind you that! Now then, strip naked and quickly!"

Sheila Parrish had begun to sniffle in her own gloomy apprehension, but she stoically undressed, leaving on only her workshoes, and Celestine led her over to the stool, commanded her to bend down over it, and then squatting beside her, proceeded to buckle the straps tightly around the young brunette's wrists. Next she fettered the ankles the same way, then drew the broad strap from over the top to the other side and made it fast. There was a contrast here between the suntanned calves and arms of the lovely young London girl and the breathtakingly milky satin of her upper arms, lower back and the voluptuously opulent young bottom which was jutted out, and which already twitched and cringed in woeful anticipation of what it was about to endure.

Sheila's bottomcheeks were upstandingly rounded and quite prominent at the summits; a thin, sinuous furrow separated the ripe globes, but in the lascivious bent-over posture which the whipping-stool made her assume, one could see the extremely thick black curls of her cunt and just a glimpse of the pale pink lips of the vulva.

Maggie Trenton had led Kate Madsden over to the whipping bench, tersely ordered her to strip naked save for her shoes, and then obliged her to stretch herself out with her belly fitted against the cruel triangulated piece at the middle of the bench. In a moment Kate's wrists and ankles were bound tightly, and Lady Meg's eyes glittered even more viciously. For Kate's lithe body, tawny-skinned and supple and beautifully muscled, appealed to her in some ways more than Sheila's more opulent forms. Kate's buttocks were broad ovals, with a widening, ambery shadowy cleft parting them. Her thighs were long and gracefully slender, her calves long and gracefully sinuous. And one could see, also, in this lubricious pose with the young woman's bottom shamefully upreared, the dainty, thin petals of her cunt.

Celestine walked over to a panoply of flagellatory instruments on the wall opposite both victims, so that each could see what implement was to be chosen for her own special martyrdom. The yellow-haired whipper hesitated over a paddle, then a martinet, then finally selected a birch rod with about half a dozen switches, bound at the handle end with a black cloth. Two other rods were soaking in a brine-laden bucket, bulkier rods, but Celestine's aim was to sting and cut, not bruise and shock, in order to win her gold sovereign.

For Kate's naked bottom, Maggie Trenton decided on the broad leather strap fixed to a short, thick wooden handle, and she brandished this and swished the strap wickedly through the air as Kate closed her eyes and steeled herself.

Now each whipper placed herself at her victim's left and waited Lady Meg's signal to begin. Lady Meg nodded, her lips parted, her breasts rising and falling erratically, and in her loins was the pernicious heat of Lesbian excitement.

Celestine lifted her arm, and brought the birch whistling across the tops of Sheila Parrish's naked hips. A stifled "Ohhhh!" was at once heard from the petite brunette beauty, and her hips jerked nervously from side to side. The thin switches had left bright pink striata on the fine milky skin. One would have guessed that Sheila would be first to implore mercy, but Maggie Trenton was a past mistress in the art of flagellation, and she applied the first blow of her strap vertically, right down the narrow crease that separated Kate's naked bottomcheeks, and with full strength. It rang out like a pistol shot, and Kate at once lifted her head and uttered a strangled "Ahhhrrrh!" as her body jerked violently under that savage blow.

Anne Marbury called out the count: "One for each!"

And thus the whipping progressed.

Celestine, warming to her task, applied about ten strokes of the supple birch rod horizontally from the tops of Sheila's hips to the upper region of the thighs. The fine, milky skin of the voluptuous plump bottom was blazing, with darkening weals by the time she lowered her arm and paused to contemplate her handiwork. Sobbing, gasping cries, frantic wriggling twists of the victim's naked hips and buttocks marked the first portion of the lashing, but Kate fared little better at Maggie Trenton's hands. After ten strokes of the strap, there was not an inch of immaculate tawny-sheened flesh visible on the broad, resilient ovals of her naked behind, and tears were flooding her cheeks, while low, strangled groans continually escaped her. She tried frantically to wriggle off the triangle, but the tight tethering of the bonds at her wrists and ankles quite prevented this.

Now Celestine lifted the rod straight up into the air and brought it down with a jerk of her wrist. The tips of the switches dashed into the sinuous groove between Sheila's bare buttocks, and a piercing shriek at once attested to the efficacy of that diabolical cut: "EYARRRHHH-EEEOWWW!! OH GOD, NOT THERE!" The stool creaked with Sheila's maddened lunging and twisting, but the girl's bonds did not yield, and she remained bent over and helpless through the rest of her thrashing.

Not to be outdone, Maggie Trenton whirled the strap round and round her head and then descended it straight across the upper thighs of her victim. Kate's lovely naked body stiffened, her head flung back, and a wild cry of "OOOHHHOOUUUU!!" tore from her as her body jerked fitfully on the whipping bench. But now, moving over to the right, Maggie Trenton lifted the strap and flung it from downwards up, so that the last three or four inches cracked wickedly against the victim's right inner thigh, very near her pussy. Kate's body arched off the triangular block, and her face twisted to her executioner, her eyes exorbitant with suffering as she shrieked. "Oh my God, not there, please have mercy, Mistress Trenton!

But Maggie, resolved to win the golden sovereign and the favor of Lady Meg, ferociously applied three more ferociously flicking, upward-driving lashes, the last of which bit into Kate's tender cunthole. The frantic sufferer madly tore at her bound wrists, lunging from side to side, and in a strident cry implored: "AIIIIH EEEOWWWW!! NOT THERE, FOR THE LOVE OF GOD IN HEAVEN — I CAN'T STAND ANT MORE! HAVE MERCY, MISTRESS! I'LL PICK MORE COTTON, I SWEAR I'LL MAKE MY QUOTA, BUT FOR GOD'S SAKE, NOT THERE, NOT THERE!"

"I judge that Maggie has won the sovereign," Lady Meg tittered, her face flushed and her eyes humid with lust. "But do go on, all the same. These lazy sluts must learn to keep up production in the cottonfield, even if their bottoms are flayed raw."

Maggie Trenton grinned over at Celestine, who made an angry face at her. Resolved to boost her stock in Lady Meg's eyes, she continued to flog poor Kate, this time darting the strap down with a twist of her wrist at the critical time, so that the tip of the strap snapped viciously against the shuddering naked bottom-globes. Sobbing shrieks and babbling cries for mercy soon rose, but Kate received her full twenty-five lashes, until the final one was announced by Anne Marbury.

In her turn, Celestine, raging over her defeat, took it out on poor Sheila by lowering the birch and swishing it upward so the tips of the withes often bit into the tender, furry cunt-hole of the petite brunette, or into the tender anal groove, and before the final count was made, both girls were shrieking and twisting and writhing uncontrollably, dominated by the hellish suffering of the lash.

It was over at last. Kate and Sheila lay half-fainting over the apparatuses while Anne Marbury unstrapped them and gave each a cup of rum to drink. Mercedes Jeffries would tend their wounds as best she could, and they would be returned to work as soon as they could walk.

There was no law of God or man to protect these helpless slaves, and there were those among them who bitterly resented the hellish and unjust fate to which they had been abandoned, and they would one day have their chance to fight against it!

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

When Lady Meg returned from her unexpected noontime visit to the cotton fields, she betook herself to her boudoir and enjoyed a long siesta. Exhausted by the orgiastic night before with Dorothea, and also by the scene in the whipping shed, which she had ordained for her own gratification, she did not waken until nearly time for supper. Refreshed, yawning and stretching like a cat, she had Dorothea bathe her, and her slim, boyish body luxuriated as the naked Danish girl knelt beside the porcelain tub into which Tuambo had poured many buckets of warm wafer, and laved her orange-like titties and compact buttocks with perfumed soap, then toweled her and knelt at her feet in servile pose to caress them with her lips and tongue before dusting that slim body with rice powder and applying a perfumed atomizer to Lady Meg's armpits, inner thighs, the valley of her titties and the brown muff of pussyhair at the apex of her slim, lithe thighs.

Then she dressed her mistress carefully in lace-trimmed drawers, a beautifully styled silk camisole, two petticoats with ribbons and flounces and lace, and an elegant brocaded red gown. Lady Meg needed no stays, for her figure was marvelously supple and muscular.

Then she put the silver-blonde wig atop that closely-cropped sandyhaired head and finally with great deftness and adoration, applied rouge to her insolent mouth and to the cheek-bones, as well as a tiny black beauty patch high on the left cheekbone.

Lady Meg surveyed herself in her boudoir mirror and smiled with pleasure. "You've done me very well this time, Dorothea. I think I shall give you the rest of the evening off," she purred contentedly.

"You're very kind, dear Mistress." The naked slavegirl now knelt before Lady Meg, hands clasped in an attitude of veneration. Her own perversely orientated nature hungered for this lascivious attention, and her own servile humiliation seemed now only to gratify her rather than shame her. But it was precisely when a slavegirl was lulled by believing herself to be the favorite of this capricious and cruel Lesbian despot that Lady Meg most enjoyed shattering that false harmony with the discord of disgrace and degradation and punishment.

"Yes," she concluded with a malicious little smile, "I think it's high time you had your reward for being such a good servant, Dorothea dear. This evening I shall let Kijaniro amuse you. And I shall let myself be fed and waited upon by other two new slaves, Beatrice and Arabella, for their isolation time is almost over."

The lovely face of the tall Danish girl was suddenly contorted with a look of incredulity and her eyes widened with the shadow of horror: "But, dear Mistress," she stammered, "you know very well I care only for you. I don't like men."

"Oh, don't you now, you uppity little bitch. Lady Meg drawled, her eyes narrowing. "Are you beginning to forget that you're still a slave here, Dorothea? V faith, I really think you are, at that! Go pull the bellrope and summon Kijaniro. He is going to give you a little persuasive education in good manners and humility. Perhaps by the end of the week, you may have learned how to regain your place here. Although," and here Lady Meg smiled at herself in the mirror, "if my two new slavegirls are at all apt. and they should be, coming as they do from London where we have all the latest fashions, it may be a long while before you return to me. my dear Dorothea. But then, with such a lovely longlimbed body as yours, it would really be a shame to deprive a strong rogue like my Furlani overseer of the pleasure it can give him."

Dorothea wrung her hands, as tears glittered in her dilated eyes. Her lips were trembling, as she implored mercy: "Oh, dear Lady Meg. I beseech you not to do this! Haven't I served you humbly and faithfully? You just said that I'd done very well this evening — those new girls can't possibly love you as much as I do."

"The whip will insure their love for me, Dorothea. And besides, if you were a perfect slave, you would know better than to question the decisions of your mistress." Lady Meg stepped forward and chucked the naked girl under her trembling chin, looking down at her with a cruelly mocking little smile. "Kijaniro will show you a great deal of affection. I'm sure. You've such lovely titties, dear, and such a beautiful bottom, just made for the strap or the paddle. And those fine long strong thighs of yours can clasp him to you as he fucks you."

"Oh God, not that, dear mistress, anything but that! I will work in the cotton fields under the lash, gladly, but not the Negro. I beg of you, dear Mistress!"

Lady Meg looked down at the supple, naked body of the naked Danish girl, clad only in her high-heeled pumps... That exquisite body which had given her such lubricious pleasure last night, would be, she felt certain, greedily savored by the virile and rapacious Furlani overseer. And it amused her to cast this girl, whom she had tutelaged in Lesbian practices, and who she knew detested men as much as she did, into the arms of the savage black. She was torn between wishing to witness from hiding the martyrdom of Dorothea and her impatience to have Arabella and Beatrice in her presence, and the novelty of the letter's situation — particularly in view of her determination to turn both girls into pony slaves for the coming match against her hated rival — won over her voyeuristic instinct.

"I have made my decision. Dorothea, and you will abide by it or else you will be punished very severely. Now go pull that bellrope as I commanded you. If you don't, I shall ring for Kijaniro and Tuambo myself, and before you go to Kijaniro's bed, you shall be well flogged between the legs to make your cunt especially tender and appreciative of both their black cocks!"

She, who detested men perhaps more than any other woman in Charleston, nevertheless had that sadistic element in her makeup which enabled her to gloat over the terror and shame and helplessness which Dorothea would now suffer, and the martyrdom of the Danish girl would delight her all the more precisely because Dorothea had been her bed bitch and rendered homage to her own narcissistic person.

Weeping bitterly, Dorothea slowly rose and, her face haggard, her head drooping, approached the bellrope at the wall and reluctandy tugged at it. A moment later Tuambo entered his Mistress's boudoir and bowed low. "Bring Kijaniro," Lady Meg imperiously ordered. Tuambo glanced covertly at the naked Danish slave, who was weeping, her shoulders shaking with her sobs, her hands covering her face, and instantly surmised the situation. He felt an envious regret, however, for he had long coveted this long-legged slave who till now had been exempt from all male attentions. The thought came to him to barter with his comrade Kijaniro. who himself had always lusted for Selene and also for a juju charm which the giant Mandingo had brought with him from his tribe in Africa, where he had been a prince, heir to the royal throne of his father.

"At once, Mistress," he intoned solemnly, and disappeared.

When he returned, it was with the tall, rangy younger Furlani, who, like the Mandingo, wore only a loincloth and sandals, and whose blacker body glistened from having rubbed animal fat on his chest and thighs and arms and back, to render his muscles more supple and also as juju against evil white spirits.

"Mistress wants?" the Furlani demanded solicitously as he knelt before Lady Meg's chaise longue. 

"Kijaniro, you've served me well and seen to it that the female overseers in the cotton and tobacco fields have maintained good production. I am pleased with you. I give you Dorothea, this slave here," Lady Meg made a contemptuous gesture with her hand, "but before you possess her as your mate, you are to punish her a little. Not too much, and do not mar her skin, as it is quite sensitive. But enough of the lash to teach her manners so that when I summon her back, she will be more docile and humble, you understand?"

A broad grin transfigured the lean, ugly face of the Furlani. "Kijaniro understand good, Mistress," he said in his deep guttural voice. "I teach slave how to serve you better. Many thanks, good Mistress, for this gift."

Then, rising, he seized Dorothea by the wrists and dragged her, sobbing and pleading wildly, out of the boudoir. Lady Meg stretched out on the chaise longue, in no hurry to have dinner served. It was a pity that Lady Louise Carlton couldn't be here tonight and see these delicious new slaves she had from London. But maybe it was better that way. She was going to train Beatrice and Arabella to be pony girls, and they would canter and trot and gallop so swiftly by the time she had finished their training, that Lady Louise wouldn't have a chance in the match. And then for a whole month, to be able to keep that brunette bitch under the lash, making her a personal serving maid. How she'd order her about! She'd have Louise kiss her feet, draw on her silk stockings, adjust her garters, slap her face for the least surly look, and order out the lash to be administered by Tuambo on that fine, pampered naked flesh!

Thus this hedonistic, warped Lesbian beauty conjured up a future of sheer carnal gratification, hardly suspecting that under the surface of her tyrannical little world, rebellion was fomenting and trouble brewing...

Outside the plantation house, Tuambo held up his hand to Kijaniro, who was dragging the sobbing Dorothea along, stumbling in her high-heeled pumps, her naked body quivering as the cooler night air laved it.

"Kijaniro, I have bargain for you," the Mandingo proposed.

"What bargain, oh prince of the strong tribes which rule the Congo?" Kijaniro craftily demanded.

"I would lie with the bitch Lady Meg has just given you."

"So would Kagoda and Mostemba," Kijaniro laughed. He referred to the two other Negro overseers on the plantation, both Ashantis, and in their thirties. Their principal duty was to supervise the fields and to make certain that the female overseers did not slacken their discipline. They were both brutal, burly men. Kagoda being prematurely bald with a great belly and the massive arms and thighs of a wrestler; while Mostemba was tall and angular, with a knife scar over his right chest, sustained in a duel with his brother a decade ago, when both had been princes of their Ashanti tribe. He had killed his brother, but his brother's wife had tricked him and sold him into slavery to the Arabs, whence he had come to the docks at Charleston.

"It is true, good Kijaniro," the huge Man-dingo chuckled, "but they have nothing in exchange to give you for such a boon. Now I, I have a rare treasure. Two, indeed, for the ablest Furlani of them all — yourself."

Kijaniro continued to hold one of Dorothea's wrists with his right hand, but his avaricious look revealed that he was tempted. "What treasures do you speak of, oh Tuambo?"

"Why, of the Creole bitch, Selene. I know that you have wanted to lie with her and to fuck with her."

"And what if I have?"

"And then," Tuambo blandly went on. "I have a gris-gris, a powerful magic talisman given to me by the witchdoctor of our tribe. It will keep him who wears it safe from poison and bullets and daggers and spears. It will make him strong in his loins so that the sap will burst upon the womb of the bitch he lies with and give her many children. It will bring him much gold."

"You would give me Selene and the gris-gris to lie with his long-legged girl whom the good Mistress Meg wishes punished?"

"I would, Kijaniro. It will only be for a time. That is you shall have the charm to keep always, but the thought had come to me that this night we might exchange our bitches. You shall take Selene and I this sniveling Dorothea. And then whenever you wish you shall have Selene, only she shall not stay in your hut all the time, any more than Dorothea shall be in mine. Is it a bargain?"

"It is a very good offer," Kijaniro admitted, licking his lips as he thought of the supple and satiny body of the beautiful Creole. "But first, did you not hear the Mistress say that I must give the lash to this weeping bitch?"

"What is to prevent your giving it to her in my hut, or, better still, to whip Selene so that she will be your woman eagerly and with all the hot fire of her burning loins? Then I shall whip Dorothea in turn, and both of them shall suffer together and be warmed between their legs to receive us as befits our royal blood of the greatest tribes of Africa," Tuambo slyly proposed.

Thus it was that Kijaniro dragged the weeping Danish girl along with him to Tuambo's cottage, where naked Selene waited in nocturnal terror. Each night when the giant Mandingo returned from his duties, she dreaded the sound of his footstep across the threshold of the cottage, for it meant a new martyrdom.

And when she saw Kijaniro enter with him, dragging the naked Danish girl behind him, she knelt down and clasped her hands and shuddered in an unspeakable presentiment of fright, a presentiment thoroughly justified as we shall see!

For a few minutes later, on the floor of Tuambo's bedroom, both naked victims found themselves bound together, to share the misery of the lash and rape by their black masters. They had been made to kneel facing each other, and the two Negro overseers had loosened their tresses and then bound them tightly together with a rawhide thong. Tuambo had then placed a long rectangular footstool, a gift from Lady Meg, between their bodies, and obliged them to press their breasts against this support. A series of metal rings had been fixed into the wooden floor of his bedroom, at his own suggestion, and one which delighted the sadistic nature of Lady Meg. As the sobbing naked young women knelt, their bottoms upturned at a salacious angle. Kijaniro and Tuambo quickly took rawhide thongs and bound them around the knees and the ankles of the slaves, making these fast to the floor rings in turn. And thus Selene and Dorothea were presented in the most lascivious pose imaginable, their legs a yard apart, their ankles and knees securely fixed to the floor rings, their hair bound together so that their faces were closely merged and their mouths pressed together, their titties flattening against the ottoman's upholstered surface, while their naked and distended bottoms up-reared enticingly to welcome the lash.

"There!" Tuambo triumphantly declared as he stepped back and studied the two weeping women. "They can make kiss-kiss this way, Kijaniro, just like the Mistress and that Danish girl she give you just now. We make them do that as we whip them. But soon they tire of each other's kisses, and beg for our black cocks stuck in their hot little cunts! Or if you wish, there is the dainty hole of their bottoms to be visited with our manhood!"

"I am not sorry at this bargain, Tuambo," Kijaniro laughed the high pitched cackling laugh of the Furlains. The bottomhole of Selene must be very tight unless you have widened it with your mighty spear, oh Tuambo!"

"Not yet sufficiently to impair your pleasure, my brother," the Mandingo laughed. "And now to the thrashing. You, girls, you are to kiss-kiss as if you are lovers. I know that you, Dorothea, know well how to do this with the good Mistress. You will show us what you have learned from her, ha ha ha!" And with a rutting laugh, he opened a seachest in a corner of the room near the bed, and beckoned to his colleague. In it there lay several whips, each calculated to agonize the soft tender flesh of the Creole and the beautiful Danish captive. Plaited and braided whips, broad thick straps, and even a martinet with several long thin tapering lashes made of polished black leather and attached to a red wooden handle.

"Choose, my brother," he said.

Kijaniro's eyes glistened as he reached down to the chest and drew out the martinet with the seven lashes. "This I will give Selene until she welcomes me into the hole between the bottom I am going to flog for her," he hoarsely announced.

"Your judgment is unerring, my brother. But I shall make Dorothea beg for my black prick with this." Tuambo explained as he procured a braided cravache. It was a whip of about three feet in length, attached to a short, rather stiff solid leather handle. The thong was braided, but at the very end, it was cut into two pointed-tipped strands each about two inches in length. Tuambo brandished it aloft and made it crack in the air, and Dorothea uttered a loud groan of distress as she tried to turn her face to see to what she was to be subjected. But of course, because her hair was bound to Selene's, she could not, and both girls cried out at the twinging pain in their scalps.

Now planting themselves behind their victims, Kijaniro with the seven-thonged martinet behind Selene, and Tuambo behind poor Dorothea, the two Negro overseers raised the whips and simultaneously descended them over the upreared and lewdly distended naked bottoms of the helpless young women. Simultaneous, shrill cries of agony were wrested from the sufferers' lips as Selene's naked behind jerked wildly with the seven thin tapering thongs spreading fantail across her chocolate-sheened, taut-skinned rotundities, while the Danish girl's broad and magnificently resilient and satiny behind frantically wriggled and jerked as the braided part of Tuambo's lash bit with an angry crack across both upper summits.

And for a long moment, the only sounds in this room were the cries and pleas of the two naked young women, and the implacable crack of the whips which kissed their writhing, plunging, weaving naked behinds.

After each had received about fifteen lashes, Kijaniro lowered the martinet and in a voice hoarsened by lust, demanded of Selene. "You will beg me to fuck you in the little hole of your bottom, bitch. You will do it humbly and gratefully, for I am the son of a mighty prince of the Furlanis." Lowering the martinet to the floor, he leaped it upwards, and the tips of the seven tapering thongs dashed into Selene's furry cunthole.

"ARRRREEEOOOWWWW!!!" Selene's hips jerked and threshed about, but this movement made each girl draw against the other's hair, adding new torment to their suffering. Their palms were on the floor, their wrists bound to another set of floor rings. The slightest movement now was sheer agony, compelling them to thrust up and out their naked behinds and loins to their Negro torturers and at the same time to expose the most libidinous secrets of their delicious naked bodies.

Tuambo, not to be outdone, commanded Dorothea. "You too, bitch, will beg me to put my cock into the hole between those plump bottomcheeks of yours! And you had best beg me humbly, or I would rather go on whipping you like this!" So saying, he lowered his cravache and then flicked it up with diabolical aim. The two forked little tips of the braided whip snapped viciously into the soft pink crevice of Dorothea's distended cunthole. The naked Danish girl's body seemed to leap against the rings to which she was tethered, her head jerked up, dragging poor Selene's with it, and causing the Creole girl to exhale another piercing cry of agony. But it was drowned out by Dorothea's hysterical scream of "АIIII!!! NOT THERE, OH MY GOD, NOT THERE, DO ANYTHING YOU WANT TO ME, BUT DON'T WHIP ME THERE, OH PLEASE, TUAMBO!" 

"Then let me hear you beg, you bitch who have had too much freedom with the good Mistress," Tuambo laughed thickly. And once again the whip disappeared its two satanic, pointed tips right into Dorothea's tender cunt.

"AAARRRHHHOWWWEEE!!!! MERCY!! NOT THERE. I BEG OF YOU, IN GOD'S NAME, NOT THERE! FUCK ME IN MY BOTTOM, TUAMBO, I BEG YOU TO DO IT TO ME, BUT PLEASE DON'T WHIP ME THERE ANYMORE!!!" Dorothea shriekingly capitulated as again her body lunged and twisted frenziedly. Sweat glistened in her furry armpits, down the valley of her titties, on her tearstained, haggard face.

"And you, Selene, will you honor my black cock the same way?" Kijaniro growled as he again made the martinet's seven lash-ends whisk up between Selene's distended thighs, snapping into her tender cunt.

"Oooouuuu!!!! Yes, yes, Kijaniro, yes!!!! Fuck me in my bottom too, oh please, I beg of you to put your black cock in my bottom right away and not whip me anymore, oh please, Kijaniro!!!" Selene shriekingly surrendered.

The two Negro overseers flung away their whips, stripped off their loincloths, knelt down, and then both girls uttered wailing screams of torment and of shame. For, their black fingers gouging open the welted bottomcheeks of Selene and Dorothea, Kijaniro and Tuambo inserted the meatus of their turgid cocks against the shrinking, puckering rosettes of the two young women's assholes. Then, with grunting lust, they thrust forward, pitilessly, disregarding their victims' cries and groans and sobs, till they were imbedded to the hilt.

Facing each other and grinning like rutting fiends, the two Negroes exhorted each other: "By the leopard of Kilimanjaro, Selene's asshole is the tightest I've ever buggered!" from Kijaniro; and from Tuambo, "It cannot be tighter than Dorothea's here! It takes all my strength to draw back and to thrust in like this!" as he suited action to word, drawing a hoarse scream from the agonized Danish girl.

"Kiss-kiss, bitches," Kijaniro thickly commanded, as he began to bottomfuck Selene with rapid ins and outs of his swollen organ.

And to distract themselves, their welted bottoms cringing under the brutal shock of those digging black fingers, their rectal sheaths excoriated by the rasping turgidity and the violent frictional plunges and withdrawals of their ravishers' swollen pricks, Dorothea and Selene exchanged the commiserating kiss of mutual degradation and of bitter suffering.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX

 

Laura Eggleston had received the order from Lady Meg to bring before her mistress the bondservant Arabella Clarisson and Beatrice Digby. They were to wear, Lady Meg ordained, black silk tunics which lowered just below the peak of their naked thighs, and dainty high-heeled pumps with rhinestone buckles gleaming on the toes. She also ordered Laura to bring in the bridles, bits and reins and the face masks of the ponygirl costume, as well as the facsimile tails. These were made of genuine horse's hair, curried from the tails of the steeds, and glued into a small straw receptacle, which in its turn was fitted into a wooden prong shaped like a phallus. When this was introduced into the rectum of the victim, and then a buckling strap fixed tightly around her hips, it kept the cruel probe inside her tender anal sheath and gave the appearance of an actual horse's tail.

In the barn-like structure where the former ladies-in-waiting had been incarcerated, there was what Lady Meg playfully called her "recreation room," in which there was a cart with two wheels and the long horizontal shafts similar to a chariot. One or two ponygirls, or sometimes even three, could be fastened to these shafts, and then Lady Meg would sit in the cart armed with a supple, tapering carriage whip and flog her human steeds to draw her round and round the room, increasing or decreasing their speed as she desired.

But in her brocaded gown, she in no way seemed disposed for such rude and perverse sport. And when Arabella and Beatrice were brought before her, the two lovely indentured bondservants could not suspect what an atrocious debut their slavery was about to take.

"Approach, my slaves." Lady Meg said grandiosely, as she reclined on her chaise longue. "Your friend Gloria is not here at the moment because she has been punished for her disobedience as my personal maid-slave. I trust that you will profit by her example and obey without question or argument the slightest order I may deign to give you."

Arabella glanced at Beatrice, who was trembling at the sight of that perversely lovely face and the cold blue eyes which so mercilessly scanned her voluptuous young body. The thin black silk of the lasciviously short tunics, which were their only covering, pronounced an appealing neurotic nuance over Arabella's pale skin and the fine, soft, and delicate epidermis of Beatrice.

"You are silent, are you?" Lady Meg continued with a mocking little smile. "Well, I do not hold that against you, for silence in a slave is commendable — unless the mistress demands a reply. And so I ask you pointedly now. Arabella and Beatrice, whether you are prepared to pay me homage, and to show this by your prompt obedience."

She glanced at Beatrice who, dreading the lash and fearing for what had happened to her friend, the brunette Gloria, stammered. "I— I'll obey you."

"But you are doing badly to begin with, dear Beatrice." Lady Meg purred sadistically. "You are to call me Mistress at all times. On your knees and do it, girl, before I have Laura take you to the whipping post."

Beatrice Digby remembered only too well her terror and shame and her agony under the lash of Master Dickon in that palace courtyard. She therefore knelt down and, her face crimsoning, stammered. "I—I will obey you, Mistress."

"That is much better," said the mollified young plantation owner. "And now you, Arabella."

Arabella Clarisson stiffened. The proudest of the trio, the most courageous and the most defiant, she had taken stock of herself during the long hours in the isolation cell. She knew resistance would be useless, since as yet she had no friends, no one to aid her in her rebellion. Perhaps Mercedes Jeffries, and perhaps even Laura Eggleston, both of whom had reason to detest Lady Meg, would one day accord her aid in finding a way to escape this hell on earth. But in the meantime, discretion was assuredly the better part of valor. And so, conquering her raging pride, she slowly sank down on her knees and murmured placatingly. "I will obey you also, Mistress."


"I am enchanted to find you both so reasonable." Lady Meg laughed sarcastically. "But since you are from London, you are probably familiar with the proverb extant there. 'The proof of the pudding is in its eating. ' Let me test this newly acquired humility, especially yours, my red-haired hussy. I have examined the papers which the High Magistrate gave into my keeping when I purchased you as my indentured bondservant. It seems that you were their ringleader in that treasonable act against your Royal Sovereign. Her Majesty Charlotte Sophia."

Arabella Clarisson's red hair suggested a fiery nature, and indeed she had one. Long suppressed now, since the unfortunate events of that early May morning, and then the long ocean voyage to this moment of degradation and servitude, it could not forever remain hemmed in. As her cheeks colored hotly, she indignantly retorted. "Begging your pardon, Mistress, it was not treason! It was merely a jest, done simply to protest against the horrid boredom of that dreary court."

"And that, my girl, is more treason, to speak so of your sovereigns." Lady Meg sharply reproved her. "Before I put you to work in my household, methinks you need a little lesson in discipline here. Laura, hand me my silver-backed hairbrush. And you, Arabella, doff your tunic and place yourself across my lap. I am going to give your bottom a sound drubbing by way of indoctrinating you on holding that unruly tongue of yours. I wonder you have not already learned the lesson, considering that you were publicly birched for being such a bold, forward vixen!"

Laura Eggleston dutifully turned to the dresser of the boudoir and picked up the requisitioned brush. It was extremely costly, beautifully wrought in silver, with sharp bristles. She shivered as she picked it up, for at one time Lady Meg had forced her to be her personal maid and brush out her then-long sandy hair. Then, complaining that Laura had tangled and snarled her hair a-purpose, she had dragged the honeyhaired young widow across her lap and dealt her an ignominious and very painful spanking.

Arabella, still on her knees, bit her lips almost to the blood as she saw Laura hand the implement to Lady Meg. "I—I meant no impropriety. Mistress," she murmured resignedly, again aware that this was not the time to show revolt. But it was already too late so far as the autocratic plantation owner was concerned.

"Then what are you waiting for? Off with your tunic, or I'll have Tuambo trice you to the whipping post and use the carriage whip or even the cat on your impertinent backside!"

Beatrice Digby put her hand to her mouth, her eyes widening with compassionate anguish at the sight of her courageous friend's predicament. Lady Meg caught that gesture and with a mocking little laugh, added, for Beatrice's benefit. "And you, you golden-haired jade, stay where you are and watch this good lesson, for 'tis meant as much for you as for your friend here."

Now, the brush in hand, she patted her brocaded lap and stared coldly at Arabella. The coppery-haired bondservant slowly rose and dragged off her tunic, clutching it in her hands helplessly for a moment.

"Drop it on the floor. It does not matter. Quickly, and get across my lap before I really lose my temper," Lady Meg snapped.

With a stifled groan, Arabella Clarisson obeyed. The black tunic fluttered to the floor as she stepped over to Lady Meg's right and docilely draped herself across her mistress' lap.

"Laura, seize me this jade's wrists, and don't let them go if you don't want to take her place." Lady Meg ordered. Laura promptly approached the head of the chaise longue and took hold of Arabella's wrists, but the look of compassion she sent the redhead spoke volumes. And Arabella, in an intuitive flash, knew she had a potential ally in this honey-haired young widow who herself had tasted the very dregs of shame at the hands of this overbearing and egotistic heiress.

Yet it was small comfort to her, so ignominiously placed like a child across the woman's lap, who was only a few years older than herself.

Stretched across the upholstered and elegant chaise longue, her wrists held so that she could not protect herself, all her nakedness upreared before that silverbacked hairbrush, she waited.

Placing her left hand on the small of Arabella's back, Lady Meg stared with glittering eyes at the pale, rosy-flecked oval hindquarters which had begun to tighten instinctively, as Arabella steeled herself for the ordeal.

Then, with an imprecation, Lady Meg lifted the hairbrush and brought it down with a wicked Crack on the lower right cheek of Arabella Clarisson's naked behind.

Arabella closed her eyes and ground her teeth together to suppress any outcry. But already Lady Meg had decorated the other buttock with a similarly vehement Smack, and now two bright crimson splotches, outlines of the hairbrush's oval-shaped applicating surface were imprinted on that immaculate skin...

Now, warming to her task, determined to make this defiant and beautiful young rebel succumb like a child to her own tyrannical regime, the silver-blonde be-wigged heiress began to spank Arabella rapidly. The hairbrush rose and fell with no more than three or four seconds between each stinging blow. Alternately, from right to left cheek, the smooth, silver-back implement flattened sonorously against the twitching, cringing, naked flesh of those luscious bottom-globes, from the tops of the hips to the upper thighs, and occasionally applying an extra-hard spank right over the crease that separated the lovely oval globes.

Arabella could not long remain silent nor motionless, either, under such a merciless barrage of stinging blows. She kicked up her right leg, then her left, then both together, till one of her pumps flew off. She jerked at Laura's wrists, her head tilted up, her eyes swimming in tears, but her lips were so tightly compressed, and she was biting her tongue, as well, that only muffled groans and gasps attested to the furious heat which the hairbrush engendered in her tender young flesh.

"You obstinate little bitch. I'll make you beg for mercy." Lady Meg exclaimed, her small, orange-shaped titties rising and falling vehemently in her excitement over the lascivious spectacle of having Arabella at her mercy, of seeing those luscious buttocks jerk and twist and weave and arch and progressively redden under the noisy thwacks of the hairbrush.

She reversed the brush now and. lifting it high, brought it down hard with the bristled side foremost, visiting the crease between the oval globes.

"Arrrhh!" Arabella cried out, twisting back her contorted face at the pain which this perfidious blow had inflicted.

"Aha, so you at last felt that one, did you? I had begun to think the skin of your bottom was as tough as a mule's hide." Lady Meg mocked the sufferer. "I'm going to give you the bristled side on your naked arse, Arabella, till you beg me to let you become my ponygirl. When you're ready, you'll ask for it." With this, she launched another blow in the same place, the sharp bristles biting into the redhead's tender anal furrow.

Arabella lunged wildly and almost threw herself off Lady Meg's lap, but the young heiress had taken the precaution to wrap her supple arm around Arabella's waist, and dragged her back closer to her, punishing that attempt at evasion with three or more furious whacks, each of which dug the sharp bristles into the tender bottomgroove.

It was too much. Arabella shrieked aloud in her suffering and kicked up her heels fruitlessly, as she wailed. "EEEOWW!! Oh please, not there! Enough, dear Mistress! I'll be good — please let me be your ponygirl, Lady Meg! Aiii, oh don't, not there any more! Oh, please!"

Beyond the chaise longue, Beatrice Digby was sobbing softly, overwhelmed not only by her friend's suffering, but by the dreadful thought that her own fate might be equally dolorous. What hope was there now for reunion with her loved suitor, when only a lifetime of bondage and degradation and punishment awaited her? Three years a life-time? Yes, for such wellbred, spirited girls, indeed it was!

"I will pardon you this time, Arabella," Lady Meg at last panted as she gave a final wicked crack of the hairbrush to each bare bottom-summit, this time, however, with the flat back of the brush. "But next time when you dare be so saucy to me when I speak to you, you little bitch, you'll wish you'd never been born. I'll have my Mandingo overseer truss you up by the thumbs so that you dangle just off the floor, and your legs will be tied wildly apart with a stick tied between them so that he can whip you well between your thighs, you doxy!"

"Truly, Lady Meg," Laura Eggleston now timidly vouchsafed, "from what the girl told me, I did not have the feeling that she truly stole the royal jewels. 'Twas only a prank, such as young people are sometimes prone to, I'm sure of that."

She had released Arabella's wrists, and Arabella heedless of the shame before this vicious young woman who had thus cruelly beaten her, had plunged her hands back to soothe her fiery buttocks. Lady Meg's cold blue eyes fixed on Laura Eggleston, and then her thin lips curved in an infernal smile.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

"So that's your opinion, Laura?" Lady Meg purred. Laura Eggleston should have been warned in the deceptive guile of the soft tone and the hypocritically sweet smile. But perhaps her own humiliation had weighed too heavily upon her to teach her all the caution needed.

"Truly it is, Lady Meg. I have found that even with slaves, a little kindness goes a farther way than the whip."

"Have you now?" Lady Meg mocked her. "Why, it sounds as if you still owned your husband's plantation, my girl. And if you did, of course, you would have the right to address me as an equal, be very certain." Her lips hardened and twisted in vicious mockery. "But I think you know that I own your plantation, Laura, as well as you. And if you are the overseer of my household, the supervisor or what you will — the long and the short of it is that you are my slave, no better and no worse than this girl whose backside I have just warmed. I think, Laura, you go too far to presume to speak to me as you just have done. It is time that you learn your status here. Beatrice, you sniveling little idiot, stop your crying and go pull that bellrope. It will bring Tuambo. Be quick about it, or you will find yourself over my lap tasting the bristies of my hairbrush if you don't obey at once!"

Beatrice, with an imploring look for forgiveness directed towards the honeyhaired young widow, tugged at the bellrope, and a few seconds later the giant Mandingo entered, clad in his loincloth and sandals.

His swift glance comprehended the situation and revelled in the picture of naked Arabella soothing her flaming buttocks and of the crestfallen honeyhaired Laura Eggleston, whom he had always lusted for since the time he had possessed her so viciously before Lady Meg on that evening when the crafty heiress had come to pay back the insult of the former freedwoman, herself born to aristocracy. Now the tables were reversed, and he could gloatingly anticipate that Laura was out of favor with her mistress, judging by Lady Meg's sharp voice and flashing eyes.

"Tuambo, Laura forgets herself! I want you to chastise her in front of these two new slaves, 'twill be a good lesson." 

"As Mistress wishes." The Mandingo regretted having had to answer the summons of the bell, for he and Kijaniro had been in the midst of brutalizing their two unfortunate victims, Selene and Dorothea. After having buggered both girls, the two Negroes had then made them kneel down and apply lips and tongue and fingers to their cocks to invigorate them anew. Whereupon, they had fucked the two beauties, Kijaniro enjoying Selene's cunt this time, while Tuambo dug himself furiously into the Danish girl's tight lovechasm, luxuriating in the tight clasp of that sweet sheath against his mighty manhood, as he had enjoyed also the agonized, congealed look of repugnance on her face (for of course Dorothea, having been inculcated in the tender games of Sappho, loathed the male).

Still, he did not now regret having answered the summons. "How shall I punish Laura, Mistress?" he demanded. "Let me see. I have it — a good, sound spanking on her fancy bottom from your big black hand, Tuambo!" Lady Meg exclaimed joyously. "Do you see that tabouret?"

"Yes, Mistress, Tuambo see it."

"Put your left foot on it, bend the insolent baggage over your knee, and smack her naked backside until she begs for mercy," was Lady Meg's sentence. Then to Laura Eggleston, whose shocked face indicated her total consternation at such humiliation before Beatrice and Arabella. "Off with your tunic. Laura! I can see by the way you shilly-shally, it's been over-long that you've had punishment."

Gritting her teeth, her face flaming with mortification, Laura Eggleston drew off her tunic and was naked in her pumps. Resignedly, eyes closed, she waited until Tuambo came to her, took her by the wrist and led her towards the tabouret. Then, setting his left foot upon it, he took Laura by the scruff of the neck and bent her down over his knee, while his right hand caressed her shivering and contracting buttocks. Raising his right hand, he now began to spank her, with noisy smacks of his huge palm against her pale, smooth skin. Laura could not help squirming and groaning, because although it seemed innocuous compared with the hairbrush or the whip, the hand of the giant overseer was a formidable weapon when applied to her tender, naked body. And worst of all was the atrocious humiliation she suffered, not only demeaned by the mistress, but in front of Arabella and Beatrice, and finally having the punishment inflicted by the man who had ravaged her on the night when Lady Meg had entered her plantation house and brought to her the news that she was now a pauper and a slave.

Tears ran down her cheeks, and she was soon sobbing and kicking and squirming, but Tuambo kept her well bent over his knee as he laid on the slaps with all his strength. Until at last Laura could bear no more and moaned. "Owww—ohhh, Oh Lady Meg, I beg pardon humbly — oww — arrhh! Please, no more! I apologize — I know my place — forgive me — EEEE-YYYOWWWW! Oh, please stop, Tuambo, you're hurting terribly! Have pity, Lady Meg! Oh, do please make him stop!"

"That's enough, Tuambo." Lady Meg waved her hand regally. "I think Laura has learned her lesson. You may kneel down and kiss Tuambo's hand and thank him for the spanking, which has taught you manners and your place, Laura." And that final humiliation, too, was visited on the honeyhaired widow, who had once declared that Lady Meg was a spoiled and pampered brat not fit to inherit a plantation.

Still naked, her bottom furiously inflamed and darkly reddened from the Mandingo's spanking, take the hand that had visited such burning torment on her bottom, kiss it, and falter plaintively. "Th—thank you for sp— spanking me, Tuambo. I—I shan't offend my mistress again."

"That's better. Now stop sniveling, put your tunic back on, because we've got work to do. I want Beatrice and Arabella trained to be my ponygirls. Beatrice, you may as well take off your tunic, too. You won't need it in the costume I have for you. We shall go to the recreation room now, all of us."

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT

 

Tuambo was not yet to return to his cottage where his colleague Kijaniro was left alone with the naked Creole and the Danish girl Dorothea, once Lady Meg's favorite. For Lady Meg demanded that he accompany Beatrice, Arabella and the crestfallen Laura Eggleston to the "Recreation room" which was in the edifice beyond the plantation house and where the shafted cart and the ponygirl costumes awaited the unsuspecting former ladies-in-waiting.

The night was warm, and Lady Meg sarcastically remarked. "You needn't be afraid of taking a chill, Arabella and Beatrice. It is warm enough in the exercise room and I know you will have exercise enough to keep you in a lather like my horses. Then, of course, if you so wish, you may have the services of my vigorous Negro groom Tuambo to curry you down!"

Tuambo had brought along two kerosene lamps, which he now lit as Laura Eggleston opened the door of the large chamber in which Lady Meg proposed to train her new slave girls to become human steeds in the race against her hated rival, the Lady Louise Carlton.

"You will kneel down on all fours, both of you." Lady Meg haughtily commanded. "Laura, put the mask with the bit over Beatrice first. Tuambo, I hope you had the foresight to bring along a whip. I know what I want — I quite forgot it. Run back to my boudoir and bring back my silver-handled riding crop!"

"At once, Mistress," the Mandingo replied, and left the exercise room. He was scowling as he thought that by now Kijaniro was probably amusing himself not only with Dorothea but also with his own bed-bitch Selene. Well, there would be time enough for a reckoning. Besides, his services might be again called for, when these fine fancy London girls had to endure the bit between their lips and then have the facsimile horse's tail inserted in their tender bottomholes. He chuckled at the thought. What he would really like to do would be to see that honeyhaired widow Laura, whose big saucy bottom he had just so satisfactorily smacked, driving a cart in which he rode lacing her bottom with a whip. Or better still, the Mistress herself... yes, Lady Meg forced to crawl on all fours, with a horse's tail stuck in her bottomhole, her pale white skin reddening under the flicks of a good stinging carriage whip! One day, perhaps, he would make that dream come true.

He found the riding crop and returned to the exercise room in the other building. By now, Beatrice was sobbing aloud as Laura Eggleston adjusted the curious leather contraption which applied a chafing steel bit between her lips. It was made of solid leather and thin wood, artfully stitched together, with a broad band across the forehead, an enclosure for the cheeks and a sort of projected piece for the chin. The bit fitted tightly, once this device was drawn over the head of the victim and pulled down to the neck, where it was laced with two tight straps, one of which had a steel buckle with sharp teeth at the end, so that it might be tightened to the strangulation point if the human steed proved recalcitrant. There were two body straps, and very long ones, affixed at the ends of the bit: these were the reins, which the rider in the cart would hold. By dragging on them, she could lacerate the tongue and mouthwalls of the unfortunate captive wearing the mask. Beatrice was crying by the time that Laura strapped and buckled the neck fetter, but only moderately tight. She swiftly whispered. "For God's sake, girl, show some sense and don't make a fuss! You don't know how cruel she can be if you balk at this! It's been a whim of hers for months, so you must submit to it, or she'll give you to the big black devil Tuambo!"

"What are you whispering about, Laura?" Lady Meg drawled. She had seated herself on an ottoman, in the corner of the exercise room, and with folded arms was surveying Laura's preparation of the young blonde indentured bondservant.

"I—I was telling her, Mistress," Laura quickly answered, "not to give me any trouble or to cause you any annoyance, or it would go much the worse for her."

"Sound advice," Lady Meg laughed. "Beatrice, I bid you heed it, for by my troth, if I do not have both you and Arabella trotting around this room by the time it is my hour for sleep, I shall give you both to my Mandingo to be whipped."

But at the moment, even this threat did not ease the cruel, sharply studded bit which was pressed between Beatrice's soft lips, and she had to be careful even in her breathing lest the sharp steel piece pressed it tiny spikes against her delicate, tender tongue. She was now led by Laura Eggleston up to the cart and made to crouch on all fours at the right side of the right-hand pole. Attached to each of these poles was series of buckling straps. Laura now drew one under Beatrice's chest just above her naked titties, and buckled it tightly over the young blond's back. Another one fitted just under the titties, and a third girdled Beatrice's slim waist. Finally, one was placed under her belly and buckled at the small of her back. She was thus posed with the cage-like mask over her face, her eyes bulging and glassy with tears of pain and shame, on all-fours and there remained only the application of the horse's tail.

Tuambo approached with the silver-handled riding crop and handed it to his mistress, who flourished it in the air with satisfaction. Then she calmly rose and ordered Tuambo to remove her brocaded dress, which left her standing in her petticoats, camisole, and drawers, fine hose with garters, and highheeled pumps. Tuambo next removed the petticoats, and now the boyishly slim figure of the perverse young heiress was voluptuously in dishabille, which made the Negro's eyes covetously appraise her. Tuambo liked women with long full thighs, ripe titties and a magnificently succulent bottom, and while Lady Meg was far too slim and boyish for him, the recollection that she was the sovereign mistress of this plantation made her all the more desirable to him, despite his own personal preferences for cunt. It pleased the Lesbian dominatrix to flaunt herself in this scanty array before the powerful Mandingo, for it led her vanity to believe that she had the power to dominate the strongest of men as well as the most rebellious of women.

"Take my silver-handled riding crop, Tuambo, and stand ready to flog Beatrice if she does not let Laura put in the horse's tail," she directed.

Beatrice's lovely bottomcheeks contracted violently as she heard this threat. She looked round with terror as she saw Laura pick up one of the artificial horse's tails with its ominous rounded peg like a phallus, and then she understood: it was to be introduced into her asshole.

"Oh no! Oh my God, you'll tear me to pieces! Oh have pity, I've done nothing, I have obeyed," she wailed.

Thuck! The riding crop came down with a hissing crack straight over the summits of both naked globes, and Beatrice shrieked and wriggled forward, actually drawing the cart. Lady Meg slapped her thigh like a man and threw back her head and roared with amused laughter: "Why, excellent. Tuambo! I've no fear that I'll beat that stupid bitch Louise Carlton when we have our race. And then do you know what, Tuambo? I shall let you tame her for me, make her a ponygirl like Beatrice, and she will crawl and lick your feet and thank you for the thrashing you will give her. Oh, what joy it will be for me to win that race! Now then, Laura, quickly stick that tail inside Beatrice's backside, because I'm eager to have Arabella harnessed up so I can try my two new steeds. Tomorrow we shall have Gloria on the cart, because it will take three ponygirls to give me the speed I need!"

Arabella winced in shame and horror as she heard her own fate thus pronounced. She had eyes now only for poor cringing Beatrice, who was sobbing wildly, a livid mark over the smooth satin of her bottomcheeks, as Laura picked up one of the horse's tails, and approached her. Tuambo bent forward eagerly, "I'll help, Miss Laura!"

And with this, laying rude hands on Beatrice's shuddering naked behind, he yawned apart the succulent young globes to bare the crinkly, furtive petals of her virgin asshole.

Laura pressed home the end of the wooden hasp to which the horsehair was glued, trying to be as gentle as she could. But since it was not unguented with any lubricant, the effect on poor Beatrice Digby was the effect of that of a buggering; she shrieked, tilted back her head, wrenched madly at her bonds, and her fingernails clawed the floor, which was actually of earth, since Lady Meg wished to approximate the exact conditions under which she would vie with Lady Louise Carlton in that future race, the stake of which was to be the servitude of the loser under the winner's yoke for a fun thirty days and nights.

Laura, while she was pushing home the dildo-like hasp of the artificial horse's tail, tried to console the weeping, wailing girl: "Shh, it could be much worse! Only do your best, and you'll not be punished! For God's sake, you stupid girl, listen to me. Do you want to be taken to the Negro's hut and raped and beaten? Behave yourself, it's almost over now... there, it's all the way in!"

It was indeed, and now the ingenuity of the device showed as the long black hairs, taken from a genuine horse's tail, seemed to emerge right from between Beatrice's naked white buttocks and dangle down like a genuine thoroughbred's.

"You had best not try to expel it. Beatrice." Lady Meg laughingly warned, "or we shall put it back in with a sticky pimentade composed of glue, red peppers and other annoying compounds that will make you very uncomfortable. All right, Laura, harness up Arabella now!"

And now Arabella Clarisson began an ordeal as mortifying and perhaps as painful in some ways as that which she had so valiantly endured in the London palace courtyard nearly two months ago. The face mask drawn over her head and fitted tightly — at the order of Lady Meg, who suspected that the redhead would be more rebellious than the subdued Beatrice — the bit prodding her tongue and the corners of her mouth with its cruel spikes, the straps buckled in four places from her cheat to lower belly, she then had to endure the salacious kneading of her buttocks by the brutal Man-dingo's fingers as he opened the oval-shaped nether globes and exposed the petulant fissure of her virgin asshole. Laura worked in the hasp, having surreptitiously spat upon the wood in order to ease its passageway into that tender tight cavern. All the same, Arabella ground her teeth and groaned and sobbed, and tears ran down her cheeks before the facsimile was at last inserted to the very hilt.

The two poles of the cart were widely placed, but still both girls, kneeling on all fours side by side, were close enough to jostle each other. In an actual race, the position on the left-hand side of the left pole would be reserved for Gloria Talmadge. But Lady Meg was satisfied for a first trial run. In her camisole and drawers and stockings and high-heeled pumps, she now clambered into the cart, took the silver-handled riding crop from Tuambo, and then flourishing it in the air, picked up the four reins and gathered them in her left hand thereby drawing upon the bits which cruelly wounded the mouths and tongues of Arabella and Beatrice. "Giddyap, ponies!" she cried gaily, and then she lifted her crop and applied a cut across Beatrice's buttocks, and then, reaching over to the left and with a backhanded stroke, whipping Arabella's pale creamy posterior.

Under the burning shock of the riding crop, both naked girls scrambled forward on all fours, and Lady Meg cried out with glee. "They are spirited steeds, Tuambo! I shall win the race by many lengths, and I shan't even need you to help me upset Louise's cart! Giddyap! That's it, faster now, faster, you slave bitches, or your bottoms will be striped purple!" She punctuated this command by dragging on the reins again while she sent the crop whistling over the naked rumps which twisted and weaved before her. Panting and gasping, Arabella and Beatrice crawled wildly forward, their eyes bulging with pain and shame, their hearts pounding madly under this unusual and degrading exercise.

Lady Meg kept them thus moving about the room for fully half an hour, and when at last she clambered out of the cart and tossed the riding crop to Tuambo, both Beatrice and Arabella were glistening with sweat, foundered and out of breath like real ponies, their naked bottoms liberally striped by the cruel riding crop of the Lesbian dominatrix.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER NINE

 

While Lady Meg pursued her sadistic training regimen with Gloria Talmadge, Beatrice Digby and red-haired Arabella Clarisson, compelling the unfortunate beauties to spend a full hour each afternoon pulling her behind the cart attached to the poles and with the abominable horses' tails fixed into their tender anal orifices and their mouths and tongues scored by the spiked bit between their lips, trouble was brewing in the tobacco fields. The sandy-haired patrician plantation owner had made the error of giving her four Negro overseers such arrogant power, in her naive and selfishly egoistic belief that she could control them, that these insatiably lusting and virile blacks enjoyed their own bounties without her being aware of it.

Even the most chaste among the slaves, whether white or black or mulatto — for there were many Creole girls like Selene serving on the plantation — was obliged to surrender her virtue under the ominous threat of daily floggings for a week, shorter rations, and an increased quota of her daily picking. One such girl was Penelope Wilson.

Penelope Wilson was twenty-four, and her life had been thus far an eternal tragedy. Her father had been a distinguished attorney in Roanoke, Virginia, but his sudden death of a heart attack and his incomprehensible failure to draw up a satisfactory will had left Tier and her mother bereft when she was only seventeen.

Despondent over this sudden poverty and bereavement, her mother had committed suicide, leaving Penelope an orphan. In despair, the attractive young girl sought domestic employment in  Roanoke, but all she  received were insinuating proposals to bed down with her in return for a roof over her head and food in her belly. Such offers she indignandy refused, and finally went to work as a tavern girl in a rude inn on the outskirts of the city. The proprietor, Ebeneazer Scroggs, was a lecherous, conniving man in his early sixties, henpecked by a virago some twenty years older than himself and still reasonably buxom and desirable under the sheets if one did not look at her termagant's visage. She mistrusted Penelope from the start, and though the girl was free and had not bound herself by indenture, tried to treat her like a slavey. When she discovered that her elderly husband had lustful inclinations towards the charming young virgin, her vigilance increased, as did her brutality.

One night, when she could not sleep, she went towards Penelope's room, only to discover that her husband was stealing to it in his nightgown, having believed his wife at last fallen asleep. She berated him angrily, and then she entered Penelope's room with a thick strap and whipped the girl unmercifully.

Penelope ran away a few hours later after the beldame had finally gone righteously off to slumber. But in the morning, Lucy Scroggs, discovering that her prize had escaped her and realizing that for a pittance of wages she and her husband had really found a treasure (for Penelope was extremely industrious and self-effacing at her humble work), viciously decided to blacken the girl for all time.

Accordingly, she launched complaint with the High Sheriff of Roanoke, claiming that Penelope was a runaway and that the girl had stolen three pounds. Penelope had made her way overland, not knowing exactly where to go. and hoping to find refuge at some friendly farm. She was overtaken by the High Sheriff, brought before the magistrate and sentenced to three years' imprisonment and a public whipping, together with an hour in the stocks after the flogging.

In vain she protested, in vain she accused Lucy Scroggs of rancor because of Ebeneazer Scrogg's vile intentions towards her. The magistrate would hear none of it.

And so one raw October afternoon, Penelope was taken out of the jail and led to the whipping post, her wrists tied to the heavy metal rings set at the ends of the crosspiece. Purposely, the High Sheriff, who himself lusted for the young girl, bound her wrists extremely high so that she was obliged to stand on tiptoe, straining all her supple young body in additional torment.

She was five feet five and one half inches in height, with a sweet heartshaped face, large, widely spaced sky-blue eyes, a dainty snub nose and a full, sweet generous mouth. Her hair was braided, of rich auburn shade, and her skin was exceptionally milky and smooth and satiny.

Then not quite eighteen, her figure was already tempting enough to inspire many a satyr as old as Ebeneazer Scroggs; her breasts were round and firm, widely spaced and highperched on her chest, and her slim waist curved audaciously into upstandingly rounded, rather tightly set buttocks, full long but beautifully rounded thighs and saucily pert, ripplingly muscled calves.

The townsfolk crowded about to watch the flogging, for the girl's beauty made it a gala entertainment for the lustful and sadistic onlookers.

The High Sheriff himself flogged her, not wishing to delegate so pleasant an occupation to one of his subordinates. He ordered his bailiff to rip the neck of Penelope's muslin dress down to her waist, and then tear her chemise as well, to bare her back. The pale milky skin of that magnificent torso glistened, and the raw northeast wind made the soft tender flesh cringe and quiver and twitch. Penelope arched herself forward to try to cover her naked titties from the stares of the rude onlookers, whose muttering and obscene sallies she could hear. The High Sheriff now approached, lifted the girl's braid of auburn hair and wound it round her neck so that it would not fall back and interfere with the passage of the whip. His lash was a braided thong, far too cruel to mar the tender flesh of so young a beauty. But it was not to be spared her.

A dozen times the whip coiled across her shoulders, striped her back, wrapped round her tender waist, and because she tried to be stoic against the dreadful pain, the High Sheriff viciously applied three of the strokes so that the last foot or two of the whip curled around her and across her tender young titties.

After the twelve lashes had been applied, blood oozed from the cuts, and the lower curve of her right tittie was equally marked. But without respite or soothing of her wounds, she was taken half naked as she was to be seated in the stocks, her wrists and ankles yoked in the rough wooden device, her buttocks perched on a low narrow' stool, upon a platform in view of all, to endure for an hour the obscene appraisals of her lush young half-nudity by the louts and the old men and the lechers of Roanoke, and to have herself pelted with refuse and be called whore and shameless trollop and worse by far.

After the imprisonment in the stocks, she was led back to jail to serve her sentence of three long and miserable years, a year for every taken pound — which of course she had not taken at all. Lucy Scroggs did not repent of her wickedness, but let Penelope languish in that miserable jail, and the unfortunate girl was at last given occupation by the jailer's kindly wife, who brought her sewing to do and managed to supplement the coarse prison fare with an occasional tasty dish from her own kitchen. But the law was the inexorable law, and Penelope served her full three years and was only then released.

Because of her blackened reputation as a thief and convicted criminal, a girl who had had to expose her titties to the populace and have her smooth white back cut by the High Sheriffs lash, there was no work for her with decent people in Roanoke.

As a result, she went on to Charleston, and there for a year she found employment in another tavern. Here, happily, the owner was a benign old man, a grizzled seaman who had sailed on his last voyage and settled down and bought the tavern with his prize money. He treated her like a lady, and Penelope at last began to hope that life was changing for her. But unfortunately, fate still dogged her footsteps. A young scullery lad, about eighteen and apprenticed to the seaman, lusted for her virgin canny and the fine firm rounds of her magnificent bubbies and had often tried to fondle her when she went into the kitchen to fetch a meatpie or a dish of stew for one of the customers. Penelope defended herself stoutly against this lascivious lad, for she prized her chastity. On his last encounter with her, he caught her bottom, and she scratched his face so vigorously with her nails that he was bleeding and nearly had an eye put out. In his furious spite, the youth complained to the High Magistrate, and colored his tale so bitterly that poor Penelope was brought before that pompous official and sentenced to another public whipping, appearance in the stocks, and then three months in the jail for assault which the magistrate deemed unauthorized and unwarranted.

So once again, to Penelope's dire shame, a crowd of jeering men and shrewish women gathered round the town whipping post where she was stripped by the beadle and a dozen lashes from a carriage whip laid on. It so chanced that Lady Meg was visiting Charleston that day to see new slaves come off the Orion which transported them from Plymouth. During the hubbub, she approached the stocks and saw Penelope. Questioning the beadle, she learned of the girl's circumstances, and as soon as Penelope was released, offered to intercede for her with the High Magistrate and remit her sentence. Penelope was grateful — but her gratitude was illfounded. She discovered that she had signed an indenture for five years. And when she mildly protested this, she was stretched up by the thumbs in a dungeon cell and given first a dozen cuts with the cane on her bottom and thighs by Tuambo, and then twenty lashes with a strap across the fronts of her thighs and over her titties, having been stripped naked to receive punishment. But the Negro overseer had not been given the privilege of taking her maidenhead by Lady Meg, who coveted the auburnhaired young woman's ripely rounded body for her own Lesbic bed. And so, weak after this punishment, Penelope was brought clad only in a short tunic and high-heeled pumps, to the bedchamber of the patrician plantation owner, and there compelled to gamahuch Lady Meg.

When she indignantly refused, she was told that she had her choice: she would either obey, or she would be given to the Mandingo to be his bed-bitch. In her tortured agony and wishing to preserve her virtue at all costs, Penelope at last acceded to the shameful order.

She was found for six months to be Lady Meg's strumpet and personal maid, until the capricious heiress tired of her. And then she was sent to the tobacco fields and given a quota of sixty-five pounds a day to pick under the broiling sun.

She had endured this hell for nearly three years now, but only last week she had lost that which she most prized: her cherry.

The brutal, bald and fat Negro overseer Kagoda had noticed her in the tobacco fields, for this was his domain, along with Mostemba, the tall angular Ashanti. He intimated to her that he wished to lie with her, but the resolute Penelope refused. Accordingly, on that next day, while she was taking the pause for the noontime repast, the wily black emptied her basket, so that she had to start all over again. It was no use complaining, even though she knew who the offender was. If a slave dared complain against an overseer, Lady Meg invariably sentenced her to the lash for her effrontery; and if the charges were not proved — and of course they never were — an additional and even more severe flogging followed.

As a result of Kagoda's cruel trick, poor Penelope found herself summoned to the whipping shed that evening to receive thirty-two strokes from the cowhide paddle. Her whipper was Millicent Dornby, a dumpy insolent-featured brunette of thirty-four. But Millicent was a Lesbian, and so she led the trembling but stoic Penelope into the whipping shed, she murmured. "If you'll be nice and lie with me in my cottage tonight, Penny girl, I'll lay it on easy for you."

Smarting under the injustice of Kagoda's treachery, and revolted by the whipper's distasteful physique and by her recollection of the shameful Sapphic practices which Lady Meg had forced her to perform. Penelope bravely defied her executioner.

Infuriated by this rebuff, Millicent Dornby had summoned Kagoda, who had stripped the auburn-haired young woman naked, and then tied ropes around her slim ankles and hoisted her up from a ceiling pulley in the whipping shed. Next, cording her wrists, he had made the ends of the cords fast to the brackets set in the opposite walls, stretching her arms out torturingly. And then, he had watched from the doorway, leering, his prick in violent erection, while Millicent Dornby had laid on the cowhide paddle thirty-two agonizing times.

After the whipping, Millicent Dornby had left the whipping shed, and it had been Kagoda who had been alone with the unfortunate weeping captive. "You big fool, Penny." he had gloated as he approached her, squatting down to pinch and cup her titties, while she writhed and groaned in torment. "You be nice bitch, Kagoda make it easy for you in the field. Otherwise, you get whipped all the time, you hear?"

And then, his rut knowing no bounds, he had taken a thin tapering cravache and whisked it about her breasts and belly, threatening to whip her between the legs and right on her virgin cunt unless she agreed to be his mistress.

Even such stoic courage as Penelope Wilson possessed could not endure such prolonged anguish, and so she tearfully submitted herself.

That night, she was obliged to come to his hut, wearing only her linsey-woolsey dress and sandals, to doff the dress and go down naked before him and kiss his prick in token of obeisance. He gloatingly coerced her into performing ritual after salacious ritual, until she was nearly fainting with nausea and disgust. Then, lifting her up in his arms he flung her down on his bed and brutally fucked her.

And so, despite the imprisonment and the scorn and the unjust disgrace which she had endured since her adolescence to protect her maidenhead, Penelope Wilson saw it yielded up to this odious black who had so treacherously trapped her into surrendering her person.

She and several other of the girls who worked along the same row of the tobacco plants had been plotting an escape. But first it was necessary to overcome the female overseers, and then to make their way to the western end of the field and into the woods and go on to the little village of Burlingsford. If this could be done, Penelope felt certain that they might have help, for there was a young magistrate of whom she had heard residing in that town, who was fair and just, and who felt that slavery was tyranny.

And so even as our three former ladies-in-waiting commenced their terrible bondage and began the three years to which they had been so heartlessly sentenced by Charlotte Sophia, there were signs everywhere of mutiny against the despotic cruelly of patrician Lady Meg Fairlieu.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TEN

 

A month had gone by since Arabella Clarisson, Beatrice Digby and Gloria Talmadge had set foot upon the Charleston dock, mounted the auction block and been sold to Lady Meg Fairlieu as indentured bondservants for a period of three painful years.

With the passing of Dorothea from her bedroom and into that of Kijaniro, Lady Meg appointed a new favorite for her nocturnal Lesbian carousal. It was a new slave whom she had acquired just a week before, a pretty, timid, sixteen-year-old girl from London, with cat-green eyes, long, thick сornsilk-colored hair flowing in a cascade to her waist, small ripe pouting lips, exotically highset cheekbones, and a high-arching forehead. The girl's name was Sally Vidmars. And although no one could have foretold it, Sally Vidmars was to be the unwitting agent of the downfall of cruel Lady Meg of Fairlieu Acres. 

She was the daughter of an elderly English count, who had married in his late fifties for the first time and ecstatically found his love returned by the beautiful daughter of an innkeeper at Toulouse, one of France's major ports. He had journeyed through France for his health, had stayed at the inn, fallen madly in love with Sally's mother, and Sally had been the issue a year later. Her mother had died when Sally was only six, and it had broken the old man's heart so that he had soon followed his young wife to the grave. Sally had been given into the keeping of his first cousin, a scoundrely young wastrel who, at thirty, had already extravagantly thrown away his own inherited fortune and was well on the way to squandering the largesse he received from the Crown because he had been given the high post of escurial to George III himself.

This young steward, who was actually old in depravity, had a mistress as well as a wife, and it was the wife who gave Sally most of her care and taught her not only her native tongue, but also French and Spanish. When Sally was fourteen, her foster father sought to rape her, but his good wife prevented this and berated him soundly. When she fell ill, he had Sally secretly abducted by a seafaring rogue bound for Cadiz. He instructed the seaman to hand Sally over to the Moors as a slavegirl, and he thought thus to have his grim revenge of her because she would not yield her maidenhead to his own importunities.

But fate always takes a hand in man's projects, and it contrived to have the seaman arrested for piracy, jailed by the Holy Inquisition and later burned at the stake. Sally thereupon became award of His Most Catholic Majesty, the King of Spain. For a year, she was educated in a convent, taught chastity and the strict order of the Church. Then the Mother Superior, a woman of deep compassion, learning of the girl's true lineage, determined to take her back to London, since she had a commission from the King himself to visit with the Spanish Ambassador to try to bring about a treaty between England and Spain that would put down the freebooters and make the seas safe for both English and Spanish merchant ships.

But the Spanish galleon was waylaid by an English freebooter, and sent to the bottom of the Atlantic, and only a few survivors remained; one of them was Sally Vidmars. The English captain's ship was badly damaged in the duel, and he made for the nearest port, which was Charleston.

And there Sally was sold on the auction block to Lady Meg.

But the girl was exceptionally alert and intelligent despite all the misery that had befallen her. And aboard the Spanish galleon she had heard the Spanish Ambassador talking to the Mother Superior of a secret alliance which was made between powerful landholders of the English colonies and all powerful Spain. There were those in Charleston who despised George III and who much preferred an alliance with imperialistic Spain because there was more profit in it. And she had heard the Spanish Ambassador mention the name of Lady Fairlieu as one of the adherents to the Spanish cause.

Fate thus decreed that this girl, a mere pawn in the scheme of things, should be the catalytic agent whereby Beatrice and Gloria and Arabella regained their freedom, along with many others unjustly imprisoned in cruel tyranny upon Fairlieu Acres.

Sally Vidmars had remained a pure virgin, and after Mercedes Jeffries had verified this to Lady Meg, the sandyhaired Lesbian summoned the girl almost as quickly after her incarceration as she had previously done with Gloria Talmadge. Chaste Sally was soon told what was expected of her, when, blushingly drawing off her tunic and standing only in high-heeled pumps, the girl was ordered to approach the chaise lounge, kneel down and begin to undress her mistress, who appeared to her in only a frothy lace and silk negligee and high-heeled boots drawn just above the knee, made of supple light calfskin.

When Sally had again blushingly opened the negligee and discovered Lady Meg's small orange-like titties and the dark-brown nest of pussyhair between those supple, boyishly sleek thighs, she was ordered to gamahuch the perverted heiress. Convent-bred as she had been, Sally Vidmars found this a shocking act, and so expressed herself. Curiously, Lady Meg did not at once order out the whip nor consign her to the cruel satyr-like treatment of Tuambo. Perhaps the youthful freshness of the girl, her very ingenuousness, appealed to the jaded Sapphist. But for whatever reason it was, Lady Meg contented herself with drawing the scarlet-faced and trembling adolescent over her lap, and administering a rather playful handspanking, which had the effect of troubling Sally more in her emotional immaturity than actually paining her. And then, when Lady Meg reached for the silver-backed hairbrush with which she had punished beautiful Arabella Clarisson, Sally was so impressed by the imperious manner of the naked dominatrix, that she passively submitted herself. For a week, thus, Lady Meg isolated herself with the delicious blonde fledgling, whose succulent, well developed round breasts and chubbily rounded, compactly spaced buttocks enchanted her. The dark blonde triangle of pussyfur at Sally's apex was a new delight for Lady Meg, who taught the convent-tutored virgin the lascivious practice of soixante-neuf. 

Sally did not find this quite so shocking as she had believed, for Lady Meg was an artful cunningulist, and brought the young girl to climax, while instructing Sally how to requite her in kind. And so that rhapsodic week, Lady Meg neglected her cotton and tobacco fields, and even her pony girl training of the three former ladies-in-waiting, locking herself up for long hours with the delectable young blonde and amusing herself by embarrassing the charming creature with playful hand-spankings or, at times, when her passion could no longer be restrained, with a few stinging cracks of the silver-backed hairbrush whose burning kisses engendered within Sally's young and unfledged erotic nature a masochistic acceptance to submit herself to all her mistress's wildest and lewdest caprices.

During this week of almost connubial bliss, Lady Meg cozened Sally Vidmars as to her background, but she strangely enough did not learn that the girl spoke excellent Spanish. And on a warm August night, she received a visitor who had come from the colony of Georgia, via Havana. It was an envoy from the King of Spain himself, one Dona Inez de Solar.

Lady Meg had received by secret courier off a small Dutch ship which sailed into the Charleston harbor about two weeks before Dona Inez's arrival in Charleston, a letter from the Governor-General Juan de Soto-Larrea, the Spanish King's officer in charge of colonization and the extension of the Spanish empire throughout the New World. The Governor-General flatteringly addressed himself to Lady Meg in the most glowing terms, and hoped that with her help, other sensible plantation owners of Charleston would be ready to welcome a Spanish fleet which would take the English by surprise, overthrow the government of George III, and plant the Spanish flag in Charleston.

To be sure, the American colonists were by now ready for their Boston Tea Parry and their Declaration of Independence which was to come a year later, so that a Spanish plot could not have succeeded because the young pioneers of this New World deeply resented any foreign yoke. George III made the gross blunder of not taking the American frontiersman into sufficient consideration, and he totally overlooked the plot of the Spanish because of his own slothful lack of vision in world affairs.

It was this slothfulness, indeed, which had inspired the perfidious Lesbian heiress to negotiate with the Spanish. She foresaw that under Spanish rule she might be made a Condessa or a Marquesa at least, that her land grant would be doubled — this the Governor-General himself had promised in his secret letter to her — and that she would be able to give herself up to even more flagrant total slavery than now existed on her plantation. She had no great love for the English, for all she could recall was her profligate uncle who had debauched her at such a tender age. He had been one of the pompous colonists and officials sent over by the Crown. No, she had no loyalty to the British Lion.

And so on this particular evening when Dona Inez de Solar hired a carriage at the dock to take her to the plantation house of Fairlieu Acres. Lady Meg received her in the presence of her sweet young favorite, Sally Vidmars.

Sally wore a black silk tunic which just covered her below her pussy, and left her adorably rounded carnation-pink-satiny legs bare. Pedestaled as she was in high-heeled pumps, and with a red ribbon bow tied to her long cascade of corn-silk-colored hair as it caressed her lovely sculptured back down to the waist, she attracted the gaze at once of the sultry Spanish envoy.

Dona Inez de Solar was a woman of twenty-eight, with haughty oval face, jet-black hair drawn into a thick bun at the back of her neck, with ruby pendants dangling from her ear-lobes... an affectation which Lady Meg at once admired, since she herself was wont to wear, though pierced, a single such pendant. The Spanish beauty was taller than Lady Meg, with a magnificent pair of juttingly rounded, closely spaced titties, which were given further accentuation by an elegantly slender waist which flaired into ample, mature hips, long stately, magnificently rounded thighs and ripplingly muscled, sinuous calves. Her complexion was a warm olive, and her eyes were liquid brown. Her mouth was full and lasciviously ripe, and from the way she moistened her lips with a deft pink tongue. Lady Meg felt a surge of lustful ardor stir her loins... it was evident that Dona Inez had innately within her the same brooding Lesbian passion which motivated her own despotic nature. She observed that Dona Inez's first glance was at the charming Sally, and she murmured. "Be welcome, Dona Inez, I am honored by the appearance of an envoy of His Most Catholic Majesty, and I am grateful for this opportunity to pledge my service to his ambitious cause."

"Take care," Dona Inez said warily, with a puzzled glance at Sally, "your maid might overhear."

"We shall speak in Spanish, then. She is but sixteen or so, a virgin, whose only knowledge of love is what I have taught her."

"Ah?" the Spanish beauty raised her penciled eyebrows expressively.

"To be sure," Lady Meg purred, "or do you not agree, Dona Inez, that imaginative women can dispense with men?"

Now the sultry passion of the Spanish brunette flamed in her brown eyes, and Lady Meg knew that she had guessed Dona Inez's temperament aright. "I will not argue that with you, Lady Meg. I myself have no great reason to love men." 

She uttered a bitter laugh.

"Valgame Dios, I was wed at sixteen, the same as your pretty child there, to an elderly Conde, old enough to be my father. This was so that my parents could obtain a useful alliance at the court. He used a whip on me, the old doddard, but it did him little good. I retained my virginity despite his efforts. Now, happily, he is dead and I am his only heir and his happy widow... but I travel without any male escorts. It is safer that way, besides."

"Then perhaps you are still a virgin?" Lady Meg hazarded.

"But of course," Dona Inez drew herself up haughtily. "Do you think that a Spanish noblewoman gives her body to any lout? I would mate only with a hidalgo, and since I do not care for men at all, and since I am widowed and my mourning is respected. I have no need for another husband."

"My dear Inez," Lady Meg purred as she approached the Spanish brunette and took her hand in hers, "we have much in common. Will you not let my charming maid Sally serve us a collation and some wine, and we shall chat of the alliance in which I may be of some humble service to your great king."

Sally Vidmars was sent to the kitchen for the refreshments and the wine, and served them herself. By the time she returned, Dona Inez had taken off her mantle and bonnet, and Lady Meg, with sighs and gasps, was helping her remove her gown. The perverse heiress of Fairlieu Acres exclaimed over the exquisite Valenciennes lace which adorned the stays and the drawers of the Spanish envoy. And Sally was commanded, after the two women had eaten and drunk the wine, to disrobe Dona Inez completely down to hose and garters and her dainty pumps, and then to accompany them to Lady Meg's canopied bed where soon all three women shared the tribadistic delights of Lesbos.

But in the pauses between these transports, Sally Vidmars pricked up her ears when she heard Dona Inez and Lady Meg converse in Spanish and of what seemed treasonable to her. For the plan was that by the second week of September, Lady Meg should give a great ball and invite all the Royalist plantation owners as well as the officers of the Crown who nominally guarded the port of Charleston. At dusk, a Spanish fleet would sail into the harbor and blockade it, land marine troops and quickly take over strategic positions in the city's defenses. Thus without bloodshed, Charleston would fall to the King of Spain, and Lady Meg would be rewarded generously.

Sally Vidmars did not let them know that she understood a word of what they were saying. And though she herself had been spirited away from her native land of England and brought up in a Spanish convent, she still retained a love and loyalty to the British Lion... one which was to turn the tables on the perverse and treacherous Lesbian imperatrix who held the indentures of Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria.

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

 

Mercedes Jeffries wearily put on her bonnet and her short-skirted dress and sandals, under which she wore only a short camisole and batiste drawers, for it was nearly sundown and time to attend the unfortunate victims in the whipping sheds. She alternated each day, first in the tobacco fields, and on the next day on the cotton acreage and there were always weeping girls to be tended to, their hurts ministered and given what rough comfort she could with soothing words.

The beautiful Scottish woman mourned her dead doctor husband, that man who had taught her passion and connubial bliss, and who had also given her a warm humanitarian impulse towards the unfortunates, regardless of what losing cause they might serve. She had her own ironic and tragic downfall to remind her of this constantly, also the long weary week of servitude at Fairlieu Acres. She had spoken out against the Crown of Royal England, after her husband's useless and unjust death while he was giving aid to a dying Scotch soldier from the Highlands, and for this she had been flogged, set in the stocks, and sent to the colonies for five years. She who had loved animals so passionately while a young girl and then, thanks to John Jeffries, become enthused over the aid which a physician could render to a man who had fallen grievously ill, now used her medical knowledge only to make the stripe of the lash heal and fade upon the backs and bottoms and thighs, yes, and even the titties and the loins of the lovely young captives who toiled under Lady Meg's despotic rule.

Because her mother had been Spanish, she had a feeling for Spain, and yet in spite of what had been done to her under the name of the Crown, she was still loyal to her homeland, the British Isles. Though of Scottish descent through her father, she understood enough of the political ideology of the day to realize that if it came to a choice between rallying with hated England who had oppressed the Highlanders for centuries, and Catholic and imperialistic Spain, it were far better to be valiant in the cause of England. Even her gentle mother had left her the awareness of the cruel Inquisition, the mysterious and terribly powerful authority which they wielded over the populace, their tortures in the hidden dungeons and the hideous auto-da-fe of burning at the stake in ritualistic ceremonial.

But she herself might never have discovered that Inez de Solar had secretly visited Lady Meg if it had not been — fate again taking a capricious hand! — that lovely young Sally Vidmars, on the third week of her attendance on the sandyhaired patrician had had the misfortune to irritate her and so lose her relatively comfortable post at Fairlieu Acres.

Time was now nearing the end of August and it had been a scorching day, the day of Sally's misfortune and, perhaps, ironically, the day when the pendulum was to swing back in favor of the three beautiful indentured bond-servants from London, Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria.

Lady Meg had made passionate love to lovely young blonde Sally the night before, and was languid, as always followed a furious night of lust. She wished a bath drawn for her and she wished Sally to lave and rinse her and then dress her in her riding breeches and thin drawers, a man's blouse with long sleeves, and a cravat. She would look boyish thus, and this appealed to her perverse nature to be able to rule a veritable realm of female slaves... since the only males upon the estate were the four Negro overseers.

She had sent Inez back to Havana, where three great frigates of the Spanish fleet were anchored, to inform the Governor-General that she would hold the party for the young people of Charleston the first week in September as planned. Her signal to the entering Spanish vessels in the harbor of Charleston would be a torch waved from the roof of her house seven times to the south and then seven times to the north, signifying that there would be no defense awaiting the Spanish invaders in the harbor.

By now, Lady Meg knew, the Spanish ships were hugging the seaboard up from Havana, pausing around Florida and timing their arrival to about a day before the eventual рапу, at which time she would deliver the entire port of Charleston into the Spanish hands. There would be much gold, a tide of nobility, plenty of new slaves, and a chance to unleash all her furiously imaginative and sadistic whims. For her lustful nature had gone beyond the norm of erotic pleasures, and she was thirsting for even more vicious and diabolical methods of putting her victims to suffering that would lead even to death by torment. Inez had promised to spend a month or two at the plantation, after the Spanish flag had been lifted over the fortress guarding the port of Charleston... oh, what delights she and Inez would share together! Haughty Louise Carlton would be the first to feel her new powers, subjected to every tyranny and cruelty of which her own cunningly inventive brain was capable. And she knew that Inez. Spanish as that sultry beauty was, could aid her in supplying ingenuous suggestions for heightening the ecstasy of pain which others would suffer for the pleasure of this pampered, warped and traitorous young woman. 

Sally Vidmars had resigned herself to her shameful servitude. Her cherry was protected from the Negroes so long as she remained in favor with Lady Meg, but the young girl often lay in her bed at night after having left Lady Meg's bedchamber at a late hour, feeling her body sullied, wanting to rub off the kisses which Lady Meg had forced upon her young ripe mouth. Young though she was, she nonetheless understood what dangers she hazarded if she refused to do Lady Meg's bidding. But this one morning, harassed and exhausted from Lady Meg's insatiable lusts all that night before which had given her so little sleep, poor Sally was clumsy at the bath.

She had laved Lady Meg with water into which perfume had been instilled, delicately rubbed all that supple, boyish body with perfumed soap lathered on her slim soft young fingers. She had rinsed the patrician landowner and then began to towel her. But her hands shook from fatigue, and she scratched Lady Meg's titties with the rough edge of the towel.

"You little bitch, you're hurting me!" Lady Meg cried angrily. Automatically her right hand flashed out and struck Sally's soft rounded cheek. The girl uttered a little cry of startled fear and pain, and stumbled. As luck would have it, she stumbled forward, knocking Lady Meg over out of the tub with a loud thud upon the floor.

Bruised but not hurt, aghast at what she believed to be a deliberate retaliation for the slap, the naked heiress shrieked like a fishwife: "You filthy little bitch, you did that on purpose! Don't bother to deny it! You'll pull that bellrope, or I'll have you flogged and stood in the stocks all afternoon long under the hot sun!"

"But, Mistress, for God's sake, I couldn't help it," Sally began to sob, "I swear to God I didn't push you, I didn't, I didn't!"

She had gone down on her knees, clasping her hands, but the irate naked Lady Meg ignored this naive and honest plea: "From this day forth, you go to the tobacco sheds! You'll go this very afternoon, you little bitch, and you'll pick thirty-five pounds by sundown or I'll know the reason why! The bellrope, at once, because if I have to say it again, I'll have the skin flayed off that bottom of yours!"

Weeping bitterly, Sally Vidmars had tugged reluctandy at the bellrope. Tuambo had grinningly appeared and had the order to take the unfortunate young girl out to the tobacco fields.

Lady Meg had not even bothered to put her wrapper around her nakedness, so incensed had she been at Sally's supposed rebellion. And the glittering eyes of the Mandingo had apprised his mistress's lithe pale-milky nakedness with a greed which he Had never had before. But he too was wily and wished to hold his post, so he averted his eyes, and seemed to respect her person by not appearing to look overtly at her as he dragged the weeping Sally Vidmars out of the room.

In the tobacco field, there were two women as capable and sadistic as Dorothy Thompson and Anne Marbury in the cotton fields. The head overseer, Caroline Ashby was a stolid, buxom brown-haired woman of thirty-seven, twice married and under life sentence on the charge of having poisoned her second husband. Lady Meg had saved her from the gallows in Charleston, too, and she had exacted for this salvation a price of servitude which Caroline Ashby was only too glad to pay. Caroline was not attractive to Lady Meg, although the former had Lesbian inclinations and often forced some of the young field hands to come to her cottage at night. When they often refused or seemed reluctant, her brutal and domineering nature had its own outlet in her wielding of the whip, or seeing to it that their quotas were so mercilessly raised that they could not avoid a visit to the whipping shed at sundown.

The assistant overseer was Jessie Warender, svelte, black-haired, tall, now serving her fifth year on Fairlieu Acres and thirty-one years of age. Jessie was even more embittered towards men than her superior, since she had been jilted by a young seafaring rogue who had left her pregnant. Her baby had been a foundling and taken in by wealthy foster parents, and for a time Jessie had had to prostitute herself to men at a tavern in order to survive. She had been locked up and whipped several times as a vagabond through some of the villages of South Carolina, and had finally come to Charleston four years ago, where she had been similarly incarcerated in prison for six months and given a whipping at the beginning and the end of her sentence for all to see. Lady Meg had found her in the stocks, as she had found Penelope Wilson, and she had discovered that Jessie was only too willing to trade a prison pallet for her own comfortable bed and the Sapphic endearments that went with it. Because Jessie had pleased her in bed and was also strong and had avowed a desire to pay back those whiplashes to someone in turn, she had capriciously made her assistant overseer and had never regretted it. From time to time, she would summon Jessie to her bed, and Jessie was careful enough to satisfy the lustful cravings of the sandyhaired patrician.

Into the hands of these two women, therefore poor young Sally Vidmars was now to fall as Tuambo mounted a horse and, forcing the weeping young girl to ride behind him with her arms around his chest, spurred the mare on towards the weighing dock and platform at the edge of the tobacco fields.

He dragged Sally up the stairs and presented her to Caroline Ashby, telling the buxom overseer that this recruit was to begin work at once, and that she was to pick thirty-five pounds by sundown.

Sally wore only the tunic and high-heeled pumps, the attire of her personal service on Lady Meg. Under the sadistic refinement, Caroline gave the poor girl only a straw hat to shield her from the sun and forced her to work in that scandalously skimpy costume. Each time she bent over, the tunic hoisted up over her lusciously rounded bottom, and the sun began to redden that fair skin. A compassionate worker in the next row quickly showed Sally how to choose the finest leaves and to fill her basket. Nevertheless, by the time the gong was struck at the weighing shed to summon all fieldhands back for the dread moment of weighing their baskets on the impassive and inexorable scales, Sally had picked only about thirteen pounds.

In trembling terror, she filed behind all the other slaves, holding her basket, and her green eyes filled with tears as she saw Caroline Ashby roughly seize one whimpering Creole by an elbow and upbraid her while Jessie Warender announced the count of the girl's basket: "You lazy slut, that's eighteen pounds you're short, and this is the second day in a row! Jessie, I think Edwina needs a few extras besides her eighteen, don't you?" And Jessie laughed cruelly and retorted. "But you're forgetting the new order from Lady Meg is that each slave shall have three strokes of the riding crop after her sentence is added. So we'll make it twenty-two lashes, and three of the crop to round it out nicely to a quarter of a century. Get in there, you bitch!"

Sally had seen the three tall whipping girls at the door of the shed come forward, grinning, seizing the weeping Creole and dragging her into the shed. A few moments later, she heard the whir of a leather whip, and then the hideous smack of leather on naked flesh, followed by a piercing scream, "Ohh, Gawd, have mercy, Missy Dora. Ah carn't stand it so hard, please doan whap me so hard, Missy Dora!"

This was Dora Madigan, a tall, angular, rather homely young woman of twenty-six, with short-cropped black hair, and herself an assiduous Lesbian, who aggressively pursued every pretty young girl in the fields and had many conquests, thanks of course to her prowess with the lash. The second one was Lorna Patton, thirty-one, comic ted of theft, branded on the cheek with a "T" and flogged, who had spent four years in the Charleston jail. She was an orphan and had been a prostitute as well. Lady Meg had recruited her as a fitting executioner who, because of her own suffering and the cruelties visited upon her, would be relentless in subjugating girls under her charge when it came time to administer a whipping for laziness.

The third one, of course, was Millicent Dornby who had already so cruelly punished Penelope Wilson.

At last it came poor Sally's turn. She lifted her basket onto the scale, heard Jessie utter a curt laugh. "Why this little bitch hasn't hardly got her hands dirty! Twenty-two pounds short!"

"But," Sally tearfully protested. "I've only worked the half-day."

"Lady Meg set your quota herself at thirty-five, you insolent bitch, so let me have no more of your lip. Get to that shed. Let's see now. I think that Lorna ought to thrash this cute youngster arid teach her what's what." Caroline decided.

"Come, my pretty little dove," Lorna grinned as she grabbed Sally by the wrist and dragged her into the shed. Lorna Patton was as tall as Dora Madigan, with a mane of fiery red hair, an almost bovine face, but a superbly lithe body and a very fine fair skin. She, too, had tasted on occasion the sweets of Bilitis in the bed of Lady Meg.

Seeing how pitifully Sally trembled and wept before her, Lorna's lascivious Lesbian passions were aroused. She wished to shame the girl while at the same time making her suffer pain in that elegant rounded body of hers, because she knew that Sally had been Lady Meg's favorite and enjoyed the comforts of the boudoir for all this time, whereas she might only be summoned once a month or even less.

'Twenty-two lashes, isn't it, girl?" she said cheerfully. "Well, let's see. Just as a warmer-upper I'm going to give you five slaps with the paddle. You're to pull up your tunic high on your shoulders, roll it up and be sure it doesn't fall back — or God help your bottom — and then bend over and grasp your ankles and count each of the five swats aloud. And you're to say 'Thank you, Mistress Lorna,' you understand?" 

Sally whimperingly nodded and began to pull up her tunic and then to bend over. She was bewitching in this nakedness, with her high-heeled pumps pedestaling her, at the same time making her beautifully rounded legs quiver and flex in a most exquisite, uncontrollable manner.

"Stick your big backside out a little more than that so I can get at you with this good paddle," Lorna breathed, as she reached up to the panoply on the wall and took down a cowhide paddle, oval-shaped and extremely flexible. Placing her left hand on the small of the sobbing girl's back, she tapped the cringing bare buttocks right across their plumpest centers, and announced, "Get ready!"

The paddle rose and then descended in a short arc, colliding emphatically and crisply with the tender naked flesh. Sally Vidmars uttered a wail and jerked her hips this way and that then burst into tears. She quite forgot to count the stroke, so sadistically Lorna Patton reminded her that the first stroke was yet to fall. And after four more strokes. Sally's bottom was a vivid red. and when she was allowed to straighten up, her hands rushed to her flaming bottomcheeks and rubbed them frantically, while tears poured down her cheeks.

For the remaining seventeen lashes, Lorna had the sadistic notion of tying poor Sally by her left wrist from a ceiling pulley, leaving her right hand free, and then forcing her to spread her legs as hugely apart as she could, fixing the girl's ankles with tight cords to floor-rings, thereby straddling the unfortunate weeping girl and making both her pussy and the mysterious shadowy groove between her plump buttocks accessible to a thin plaited whip.

Planting herself about four feet behind the weeping girl, Lorna announced. "You won't have to count these, my beauty. I'll count them for you. Seventeen good stripes, well laid on!"

Wild with terror, her bottom already smarting dreadfully from the paddling, Sally tried her best to fend off the whistling long whip. But with demonic artistry Lorna Patton made it curl around the girl's thighs, or around her waist, or sometimes even her titties, as Sally clutched out into the air in a frenzied attempt to ward off the oncoming black leather band.

Without pattern and with many long passes to attenuate the young girl's resistance, Lorna flogged her, applying the last three cuts furiously round the girl's naked and already swollen bottom, drawing inhuman screams and pleas and tears. The very last lash whisked the pointed tip of the long plaited whip right into Sally's furry cunt, and with a piercing scream, she sagged, dangling by her captive wrists, head bowed, her body shuddering violently.

Lorna muttered an imprecation under her breath and cast away the whip. At that moment, Mercedes Jeffries entered.

"Why, this poor girl is only a child!" she cried in horror. "And you've used one of the cruellest of all whips on her, Lorna!"

"Watch your tongue," Lorna replied in surly tone.

"You're no better than I am and you know it. Take care of the little bitch. That's what comes of fancying herself just because Lady Meg took a shine to her. Well, it's over for the little slut now. I'll teach her to pick her quota, that I will!"

"Let me take her to my hut, My God, you've made a cut on those lovely breasts, and here on her belly too, Lorna. You're not dealing with a hardened mature woman, you know, this girl is not much more than sixteen," Mercedes Jeffries said hotly.

Lorna grumblingly untied the slim wrist, and unfettered the dainty ankles, and Mercedes Jeffries picked up Sally's body and strode off as if she were a man carrying a baby.

In the Scottish woman's quarters, Sally revived slowly and sipped a little Madeira which Mercedes poured for her. "Just rest, girl," she said gently. "I've already salved your hurts. How in God's name did you come to offend Lady Meg?

And then Sally Vidmars told, and told her also what she had overheard Inez de Solar say to Lady Meg three weeks ago, when the beautiful brunette Spanish envoy had secretly visited the owner of Fairheu Acres.

And Mercedes Jeffries paled, and then murmured. "You must keep this to yourself. Tell no one else Sally dear. What you've heard may well be the key that will unlock our prison here for all time to come!"

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE

 

Mercedes Jeffries knew that she had come upon a priceless secret, a secret that would not only unlock the doors to freedom for herself and all her unfortunate companions, but also balance the scales of justice, and punish Lady Meg for her unprincipled and unjust tyranny over luckless women.

And yet it was not enough to reveal this secret to a high authority in Charleston; there must somehow be proof. The High Magistrate himself would scoff at such a story as Sally Vidmars had just revealed, saying that it was only the complaint of a justly punished young slave who had a grievance against her mistress. And then, of course, Sally would be subjected to an even more cruel flogging than the one the whipping girl of the tobacco fields, Lorna Patton, had just administered.

No, this must be done carefully, Mercedes knew. She would talk with Laura Eggleston this very night and sound out the honeyhaired widow whom Lady Meg had so treacherously enslaved.

But it would do no harm to spread rumors through the plantation, so that those who were trustworthy would know the news and would be ready for a signal to revolt. True, they were only women, but there were only four Negro overseers and Lady Meg herself, whom all detested. And Mercedes felt that even the Negroes, if they saw that the tide was turning against their mistress, would side with the slaves against that one, frail, mannish-looking creature who mocked men, and yet profited by their priapic lusts when she set her blacks on the unfortunate females who toiled under her yoke.

Loyalty was one thing, but treason was quite another. Not even the staunchest of the Negroes would serve Lady Meg if it were known that she were guilty of plotting against the Crown.

Yes, there must be others taken into her confidence, Mercedes knew. But whom? Then she remembered Arabella Clarisson, whom she had examined and whom she had found so high spirited and witty and courageous. That was the very one! Arabella had herself once been a lady-in-waiting to Charlotte Sophia, the Queen of England, the royal consort of George III; surely Arabella would know ways and means of getting word back to the Crown of Lady Meg's stealthy treachery. To deliver the entire city of Charleston into Spanish hands, Mercedes Jeffries knew, would be substituting what was perhaps admittedly domineering tyranny in return for a kind of decency and livelihood (for she was convinced that the authorities of the port had no suspicion of how Lady Meg was treating her slaves). But Spanish rule would mean the Inquisition, the galleys, the shackles and the whips, the auto-da-fe and the stake, the domination of minds by terror born out of fear and superstition.

And that was why, late that night, after she had ministered to Sally's hurts and given the girl a little laudanum so that she could sleep despite the throbbing pain of the whipping which cruel Lorna had inflicted, Mercedes Jeffries tiptoed cautiously to Laura Eggleston's room and knocked three times.

The honeyhaired young widow had, since it was a fiercely hot night following an equally scorching day, gone to bed in nothing more than her drawers, and her magnificent body glistened in the flickering light cast by a kerosene lamp on the little table near her bed. Mercedes herself wore only her nightshift and was barefooted.

"I must talk to you, Laura," she said quickly. "Hurry and open the door. I don't want anyone to overhear us."

Wonderingly, Laura Eggleston admitted her. "I've never seen you like this before, Mercedes. Always so calm, so stoic under all the insults and the degradation that you have to suffer. I've often marveled that you could take so much, with the spirit that you have in you."

"I know, Laura. I, who was the wife of a brave young doctor in Scotland, who saw him die, plugged to death by a stupid soldier who thought my husband an enemy only because he was beside a dying man whom he was trying to save. I, who had to share the odious caresses of that filthy little bitch who owns this plantation, only to save my body from the blacks and from the lash. Yes, you may well say that. It has not been easy. But we've no time for the past. What we must think of is the future."

"What future?" Laura bitterly laughed.

"You know very well that even when her indenture has run out, no slave on this plantation is ever freed, except by death. So long as she lives, it will always be thus. We cannot even go to the High Magistrate and complain, or he will send us back to her with a note calling for a thorough flogging, and perhaps a branding and a mutilation too. I've no stomach for the blacks or the lash, and still less for her, but I want to live. What can you tell me of hope for the future?"

"This," Mercedes Jeffries murmured. And then she whispered into Laura's ear, and Laura's eyes widened with wonder. "Can this be true?" she gasped.

"I don't think that Sally Vidmars way lying, my dear. You see, she was brought up in a convent and understands Spanish as well as Lady Meg, and that secret envoy who was sent from the royal court of Spain. There will be a parry the first week of September which Lady Meg will give for all the important people of this city. Even the High Magistrate, yes, and the captain of the fort which guards our city from the enemy, all of them will be here. And then there will be some kind of signal. I'm sure, though Sally didn't hear that much, to let the Spanish ships come riding into the harbor and find us without defense. The townspeople will be slaughtered or sent into slavery or the galleys, and Spain will raise its flag in place of the British Lion above the city of Charleston. And Lady Meg will grow stronger than ever. If she teams up with the fiends of the Inquisition, we may all as well cut our throats, for life certainly won't be worth living then."

"My God in heaven!" Laura Eggleston gasped. "I had known what a fiend she was because of what she did to me. You know how I was betrayed into slavery here. But this! Treason to the very powers who gave her the inheritance of this land, who set forth the charter whereby her plantation was to receive the indentured bondservants and the slaves sent from Plymouth and auctioned when they came off the blackbird ships from Africa! It's unthinkable!"

"We must enlist the aid of others. I don't know how, but we must — What's that!"

Mercedes Jeffries turned swiftly. She had heard footsteps. And then suddenly the door was opened and Tuambo stood there, naked in his loincloth and sandals, his arms folded across his chest, grinning like a fiend in hell.

"How dare you!" Mercedes Jeffries gasped indignantly.

"Not look good, two girls like you alone by themselves, Miss Mercedes," Tuambo chuckled. "And you, Missy Laura, you got only drawers on. You got nice, big, sweet tits. Tuambo like to do fuck-fuck with you both right now."

"You black brute, you know that you can't touch me." Mercedes said, though her teeth were chattering with fear, because of the massive build and the ferocious virility of the Mandingo overseer. "Not unless Lady Meg tells you, may you touch any of us."

"Tuambo know that very good, as much as you. But Tuambo tell mistress he find you here talking secretly behind closed door. Mistress will want to know what you talk about. Make kiss-kiss, maybe? You tell her that. Tuambo go tell now."

And the Mandingo hurried down the corridor and out of the building towards the plantation house.

 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 

It was the first day of September, and Lady Meg had at last challenged Lady Louise Carlton to stage a long-awaited ponygirl race. Only the night before, she had had Tuambo drive her in the landau over to the brunette's estates, and there she had entered in an elegant cloak, her silver-blonde wig and in white calfskin boots hidden by the folds of a flouncy black satin evening gown, to the astonishment and delight of the brunette's dinner and dancing guests. For Lady Louise was giving a ball to the elite of Charleston.

Lady Meg, without more ado, ignored the Negro major domo at the door and strode up to the gaily laughing, slim brunette who was talking to the High Magistrate at the moment. Her cold blue eyes were glistening with avarice and anticipation, until finally she caught her rival's gaze.

"Why, Meg, dear, whatever are you doing here?" the brunette affectatiously queried, her eyebrow's rising in feigned surprise.

"I have come. Louise, dear," Lady Meg drawled, "to challenge you to our little match, which you were kind enough to allude to back in July on the occasion when the Orion docked. I haven't forgotten the taunts you made, and I herewith challenge you to a ponygirl race, to be held anywhere you please, and the stakes to be one month of servitude for the loser in the winner's household."

The pompous High Magistrate colored and stared at Lady Meg and then slapped his fat thigh.

"Upon my word," he tittered, "'tis bold and I like it! Odds bodkins, what a treat it will be for the important people of Charleston, to see two blue-blooded, patrician plantation owners staking their very own personal destiny upon a silly race."

"Silly, you say?" Lady Meg flouted him. "I do not deem it so, good sirrah. I have long hated Lady Louise's audacity and lack of breeding, and this will prove her to be a lying jade and fit only to be my slave. You shall be witness, sir."

And with this, having thrown down the gauntlet, she strode out of the salon in high dudgeon, and mounted into the landau which Tuambo at once drove away.

This scene took place some days after the Mandingo had come upon the secret nocturnal meeting of Laura Eggleston and Mercedes Jeffries. Let us go back in time, that short week so eventful in the history of Fairlieu Acres, to learn what happened when the Mandingo overseer discovered the two handsome young women in clandestine parlay. Tuambo had gone at once to the boudoir of Lady Meg and hammered at the door, to rouse her from early slumber. She had been irate with him, but when he had told her of what he had overheard, how he had listened at the door and heard Laura Eggleston and Mercedes Jeffries in whispered conversation which seemed urgent and secretive to them, her eyes glistened with cruel joy. She had long hoped to trap the beautiful Scottish woman whom she had made her medical supervisor on the plantation, because she knew intuitively that Mercedes loathed her, even though the beautiful olive skinned brunette had made a semblance of surrender to her. She knew very well that Mercedes had done this to escape not only the whip but also the ignominious lust of the Negro overseers.

Until now, she had never had actual reason to impune the integrity of this handsome widow. But know that she had discovered that Mercedes had made an ally of Laura, whom she had always hated and despised for having insulted her so many years ago, she could not wait to declare her vengeance upon them both.

And so she had instructed the Mandingo. "You have done well, Tuambo. I will give you another white bitch for your hut, along with Selene. You shall have a harem, my man, if you remain as faithful to me as you have always shown yourself to be. For now we are beset by traitoresses and spies, and we must stand fast against them, or we shall lose all that we have gained. I talk to you as an equal, Tuambo, because I value your intelligence and your cunning and your strength. Do not fail me.

"I shall never do that, Mistress," the wily black overseer had obsequiously intoned.

"Good! Tomorrow afternoon, just before it is time to have the weighing in the cotton and the tobacco fields, then, Tuambo, you and I shall go to the quarters of Laura and Mercedes, and we shall take them to the lower dungeons and there question them on what took place last night." Lady Meg greedily decided.

And that is what took place. The handsome olive-skinned, black-haired female medical supervisor of slaves gasped as the door of her quarters was flung open and Lady Meg, in her silver-blonde wig, appeared beside the grinning, giant Mandingo.

"I wish you a good day, Mistress Mercedes," Lady Meg's voice dripped acid, as her thin lips formed a cruel and crafty smile. "I would hold converse with you for a moment before you go off to the whipping shed to solace the lazy bitches who have had their bottoms properly thrashed. Tuambo, stand with your back against the door, so that our charming physician, as it were, does not hurry off too quickly to heal the wounds of those stripes. She may well think upon the fact that she may have her own to heal until she satisfies me as to evidence most fitting.

"I do not follow your ladyship's direction," Mercedes Jeffries said blandly, but her heart was wildly beating, and her limbs had begun to tremble.

"I warrant you do not, you treacherous bitch," Lady Meg spat out, her eyes narrowing to slits. "What is this sweet and sudden passion you have for that honeyhaired slut Laura?"

"I was not aware, Your Ladyship, that I had shown such an intimate interest in Mistress Eggleston," the olive skinned beauty posedly replied.

"Do not play with words, you black-haired spy!" Lady Meg missed. "Tuambo is my witness that you and Laura Eggleston did hold converse last night, with the door barred, and that you both were most disconcerted when he entered and demanded to know what it was of which you both did speak so late at night. Do you not know that I have forbidden intimacies between members of my household staff until I am informed of them, Mercedes? And are you forgetting, as you must have yourself, Laura, that you are still a slave under indenture to me and therefore responsible in all your actions?"

"I am not forgetting, Lady Meg," Mercedes Jeffries said courageously, straightening, staring the sandyhaired, bewigged autocrat cooly in the face. "It was only that I was weary of tending the wounds of all these unfortunately tyrannized young creatures who toil for you out in the fields. You break their spirit with the whip. And you do worse than that. You hamper your own goal for production by physically harming them so that they cannot perform at their full capacity the next day."

"How touching!" Lady Meg sneered. "But you are evading my question. What were you and Laura talking about?"

"Only that we were both tired of seeing young girls whipped and threatened with worse than that to surrender their virginity. Only that we believe in justice and humanity, even for slaves." Mercedes Jeffries dared express her mind at last.

Lady Meg smiled beatifically. "Well, at last we have the truth from you, my pretty black-haired bitch. But I am not so idealistic as you, and I do not play with words the way you do. I will have you and Laura questioned under torment to learn the truth, Tuambo, take Kijaniro, and arrest Laura Eggleston. Then you will take her and this black-haired wench to the subterranean dungeon, and they will not emerge from it until they have given me a satisfactory answer. I have spoken. Tuambo!"

"To hear is to obey, Mistress," the giant Mandingo grinned, as he bowed his head.

Half an hour later, Laura Eggleston and Mercedes Jeffries stood together in a stone, windowless dungeon beneath the floor of the barn-like structure, behind the plantation house at Fairlieu Acres.

Both Mercedes and Laura exchanged a steadfast look; they had resolved that, come what may, and no matter what tortures might be inflicted on them, they would not reveal the terrible secret they had just learned so unexpectedly from the charming, adolescent Sally Vidmars because if they exposed what they knew it would in turn deliver poor, tender, virginal Sally up to the vicious lusts of the black overseers.

Nonetheless, they could not help shivering with apprehension at the furious mood of the enraged Lady Meg. She herself decreed their punishment then and there: "Tuambo, you and Kijaniro will take these two rebellious bitches to the big dungeon underground. Put them on the spit, you understand me?" The giant Mandingo grinned. "Me understand good, Mistress," he chuckled, with a greedy look at the two quivering young women. They stood side by side, their heads high, courageous, yet they were pale with fear. Mercedes' olive-skinned magnificent body clad only in the batiste drawers, and the honeyhaired widow in her night-shift, it was no wonder that the Mandingo devoured them with his eyes, and his loincloth noticeably swelled in priapic tribute to their enticing, succulent charms.

"You will build a little fire under them, Tuambo." Lady Meg went on, her dainty tongue wetting the corners of her thin lips as she delegated over the cruel torture to which she was about to condemn her helpless victims. "The spit will be raised high enough so that they won't scorch those delicate skins of theirs, because the whip will do that, eh, Tuambo?"

"Whip   scorches   good,   real   good,"   he   laughed voraciously. "How many lashes, how long they be on spit?"

"Half an hour will do for the first time. You and Kijaniro may enjoy them in the dungeon if you wish. I give you my permission to let them do fuck-fuck with you, Tuambo. But they are to talk, you understand? You and your friend will whip them, but not to make them faint or die, I want you to understand that. I want their tongues loosened, do you understand? I want to find out what they were whispering about when you came upon them."

"I understand good, Mistress. But what if they don't talk tonight?" 

Lady Meg stared at Mercedes and Laura, who now had drawn close together, and Mercedes had put an arm around Laura's waist as if to strengthen her against this sadistic hell-cat.

"In that case," Lady Meg chose her words deliberately as she stared gloatingly at the two quivering women, "they shall have bread and water for a week and half an hour on the spit each night, Tuambo. Needless to say, you and Kijaniro should have a reward for such valiant toil, because these wicked hussies have disturbed your evening's rest. And so you and your friend may enjoy them each night for that week, until they are ready to talk."

The face of the tall, massive Mandingo lighted with an unholy joy. "I give great thanks to good, generous Mistress," he hoarsely ejaculated. "You, Missy Laura, and you, Missy Mercedes, you come along now. I get Kijaniro. He be happy to see you both in dungeon on spit. You not catch cold in dungeon. Tuambo promise." And with a roar of sadistic laughter, the huge black overseer pushed the two trembling women out of Lady Meg's chamber.

The large dungeon in the very center of the subterranean passageway beneath the barnlike structure which quartered the household slaves as well as the cook and the young laundresses, was even more terrifying equipped with implements and apparatuses of torture than any of the other cells. There was a medieval rack in one corner of the windlass variety. A victim placed horizontally upon its frame with her ankles and wrists tightly corded would be stretched intolerably by the turn of the windlass. There was a pillory in the opposite corner, which could serve as whipping post or simply as a place of prolonged imprisonment with all the acute discomfort of stretched muscles and aching limbs. There was a low wide whipping bench with a triangulated block to be fitted under the victim's loins, and the surface was strewn with pebbles and thorns, so that her thighs and titties would press agonizingly against the harsh, unyielding surface as she lay tethered for the lash. There was a metal triangle to which two victims could be bound, facing each other, with the whip to embrace them and urge them on to their own pseudo-lesbian caresses... a device of which Lady Meg was extremely fond, and on which, many a time, for her own sexual gratification, she had had two girls strip naked and bound and flogged by the blacks, and then she sat on the stool, flushed and trembling with lust, watching their naked bodies grind and twist and jerk under the kisses of the whips.

There were also whipping stools and ladders, pulley ropes and then, in the center of the dungeon, the terrible spit to which Lady Meg had condemned both Laura and Mercedes.

Tuambo had locked both women in the dungeon while he went to fetch his tall, Furlani colleague. The latter, grumbling over having to leave his beautiful, Danish slave-bitch Dorothea quickly forgot his spleen when Tuambo told him what work was to be done at the bidding of Lady Meg.

When the two grinning Negroes advanced upon the shrinking victims, Kijaniro tore off Laura's nightshift, while Tuambo ripped away the batiste drawers of Mercedes. His eyes glistened with lubricity as they fixed upon the thick, silky black thatch at the apex of the Scottish woman's thighs. She closed her eyes and stiffened, knowing that what she had tried to avoid all these years at Fairlieu Acres was now to inexorably befall her. The two Negroes exchanged obscene appraisals of the naked women, detailing the pleasure they intended to have with them after the punishment had been effected.

The spit was not much more than what its name implied: a round metal bar set between two upright posts at whose tops was fixed a fork-like bracket into which the horizontal pole fitted. To begin with, Laura and Mercedes were obliged to lie on their sides and to entwine their arms around each other's waists. The pole was then placed between their naked bodies, and corded solidly, with many knots on the pole following windings of cord around their shoulders and armpits, their backs and the tops of their hips as well as their thighs and calves and ankles. Then the two sturdy Negroes stooped, seized the ends of the pole, and with grunts and gasps as their sinews writhed and flexed under their ebony skins, hoisted the women up into mid air. They were at a height of about four feet, and beneath them now the

Mandingo placed a pile of firewood and kindling, and then moved to a torch set in a wall bracket on the door of the dungeon.

Laura, who was momentarily on top, writhed and groaned. The cold, hard metal pole bruising the tender valley between her panting titties, whose luscious globes rubbed against Mercedes' magnificent bosom. But the least movement made the pole turn with their weight, and so of their own momentum and balance, the two unfortunate naked victims were turned round and round. As the fire's warmth would reach the buttocks and back and thighs of the one below, she would exert all her strength to roll herself upward and so carry down her companion in suffering. And all this muscular stress under the lash and from the uncomfortable warmth of the fire below would prove additional torment to the tortured victims.

The two Negroes went to the wall now and chose the whips for the fustigation. Kijaniro deciding on a long, thin supple rawhide whip whose tip was split in two and decorated with tiny knots. Tuambo's choice fell on a long carriage whip at whose tip there were three little strands, each with a knot at the very end. The whip was about six feet long, about two feet longer than the one Kijaniro was to employ. Thus fortified, the Negroes returned to the spit and studied their victims. Kijaniro placed himself to one side, at the head of the victims, while Tuambo stood on the other, towards the foot of the spit, thus having the entire body of the naked woman above to commandeer and harass with the lash. Finally, remembering the words of Lady Meg, the giant Mandingo took an hourglass and reversed it. Then he said, with a chuckle. "When half sand is one from the top, the whip stop. Then you do fuck-fuck with my friend Kijaniro and me. Now I whip you both good, stupid Missy Laura, uppity Missy Mercedes. You try so hard, Missy Mercedes, to keep away from Tuambo, now his prick find you out and you see good pretty soon how it find you out in all your holes!" Then, with a bellow of lustful laughter, the Mandingo raised his whip and swept it out over Laura's quivering, naked back, the tips biting home into her shoulderblades with an angry snap.

At the same moment, Kijaniro's whip slung out and wrapped around both bodies, wounding Mercedes' lower buttocks. Shrill cries at once escaped the two naked victims, and Laura writhed so violently that the spit revolved, carrying Mercedes upwards, in her place.

The fire crackled below them, and the heat began to contract their skins, to render them atrociously sensitive to the biting kisses of the whips. The two Negroes flogged with consummate skill, pausing lengthily to increase the suspense and the agony of the victims, placing the whips in patterns that could not be calculated in advance, and thus weakened the heroic resistance of the naked sufferers.

By the time the sands had trickled halfway out of the hourglass, Laura and Mercedes were nearly fainting with their agony. Their bodies were striped from necks to heels, and in their violent contortions against the metal pole which they shared in this misery, they seemed to rub and chafe against each other as if they were passionate Lesbians seeking solace from the torture of the lash.

The two Negroes lowered their whips now, satisfied with the vivid pattern of angry welts, though they had taken pains not to break the skin. They replaced their instruments, and then they lifted the pole down to the ground, cut the cords which bound the two unfortunate naked women together, and then Tuambo seized Mercedes by the shoulders, stretching her out on her naked back and buttocks on the cold, stone flagon of the dungeon, and with a contemptuous and triumphant laugh, kneed apart her thighs and mounted her. Her face twisted to one side, and she closed her eyes, but otherwise she did not resist, knowing that she could not long hold out. Brutally, he thrust his swollen black prick into that forest of soft, silky black curls, found the delicate lips of the vulva, ruthlessly probed between them, and sank himself to the balls in a single, massive lunge.

But the wily Furlani, meanwhile, was fucking Laura with violent abandon, his thick lips mashing hers as she groaned in revulsion, her eyes tightly closed, her fists clenched and her nails digging into her palms. In his rut, he rocked back and forth, rubbing her whip-welted buttocks and thighs and back and shoulders against the rough stone, and her groans and sobs soon rose.

And after they had fucked the two helpless women who had once been free, they exchanged partners, and again poor Laura and Mercedes were subjected to the insatiable rut of the Negro overseers. Finally, before they left their almost unconscious captives, Kijaniro and Tuambo rolled the women onto their bellies, opened their welted buttocks and thrust their pricks into the tight assholes of Laura and Mercedes, buggering them with obscene oaths and gloating mockery, ridiculing their chastity and expressing to each other the peculiarities and confirmations of each victim's orifices in granting sexual pleasure...

But Laura and Mercedes stoically held out for the entire week, though they endured the hell fire and the lash, aloft on that terrible spit for half an hour each night before bedtime. And after the heat and the whipping, they were delivered to the satyr-like rut of the Man-dingo and his friend Kijaniro. Yet they still would not speak.

But now it was the day of the ponygirl race, and Lady Meg had no thought of those unfortunate sufferers whom she had consigned to a living hell, and yet who would, with the help of fate, ultimately regain their freedom at the cost of her own!

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 

And thus it was that the event of the famous ponygirl race between Lady Meg Fairlieu and Lady Louise Carlton took place on a bright warm Saturday afternoon at the end of August, just the week before the treacherous owner of Fairlieu Acres was to send her secret signal to the Spanish ships which would be lying at anchor just off the harbor of Charleston, a signal that would launch the rapine and bloodshed of a pillaged city on the unsuspecting citizens, on even Lady Meg's friends and acquaintances. It was a day that she gloried in, because it was the day that she believed she would best the haughty, svelte brunette who had insulted her and wagered that her pony-girls could not win such a race... and that she was so confident of her own victory that she would stake her freedom for a month as Lady Meg's slave if she should lose.

"Yes," the sandyhaired aristocrat told herself, it was a glorious day. She would win the race, and then a week later she would be mistress of all Charleston under Spanish rule. The Governor-General of Spain himself would come to bow and kiss her hand and thank her in the name of the great King who had acquired all this land through her valiant efforts.

Louise Carlton had answered her deft and proposed that the match be held on this afternoon. She would bring, she intimated, two of her own female overseers to watch, while Lady Meg should have two of her own. The course would take place just off the cotton fields for a stretch of five hundred yards, and there would be markers at the start and finish lines. Whoever should cross first, drawing the winner's cart over that finish line, would be acclaimed the victor.

During this past week, also, Laura and Mercedes had languished in the dungeon, subjected lightly to the lash and the spit and then the pitiless and insatiable fucking and buggering by the two Negro overseers. Lady Meg had kept Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria "in training." Gradually increasing the time in the "exercise chamber" from half an hour to a full hour, the ambitious and depraved sandyhaired Lesbian had attached all three girls to the ponycart, inserted the horses' tails and the face masks with the cruel spiked bits, and, reins in hand, brandishing the silverhandled riding crop in the air, had made them canter round and round, till their flanks and titties were damp with sweat and they were exhausted and could do no more. But under the whip, under the threat of the most fearsome torture, should they lose the race, the former ladies-in-waiting managed to draw what modern athletes would call their "second wind." By the end of the week, the day before the famous race, they were able to go an hour without exhaustion.

Tuambo and Kijaniro, in loin cloths and sandals, took their positions on the right-hand side of the racetrack course, which was laid out at the southern edge of the cotton fields. Lady Louise Carlton's two female overseers, Peggy Bruns and Madge Harrison, both brawny women in their late thirties, in short sleeved blouses, short skirts and web shoes, with straw hats over their heads to protect them from the sun, stood on the other side near the finish line, and sent inimical glances at the virile blacks who taunted them and promised them that they too would be slaves along with their fancy mistress because Lady Meg was going to be victorious.

Lady Louise Carlton wore riding breeches, a silk blouse embroidered with lace, and a dainty cap which was pinned to her brunette tresses to keep from flying off. She had a long plaited whip which she flourished about in the air, and her three ponygirls were, Lady Meg noticed with furious jealousy, exactly costumed as Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria... which is to say that all three were naked, with the horses' tails thrusting in their rectums, the face masks with the spiked bits between their teeth, and tied to the two poles stemming from the low cart. Lady Meg suspected that Louise Carlton had copied the idea from her, and in her vanity was persuaded to believe this.

"Now you are certain that we both understand the terms of this event," the svelte brunette said to her rival. "Whoever wins shall have the indenture of the other for a full thirty days and night."

"Done!" Lady Meg hissed. "But I'm wondering what you will do, dear Louise, when for the first time in your pampered life, you feel this silver-handled riding crop of mine whisk across your dainty white bottom."

"My dear, I was wondering the same thing about this long whip of mine," said Louise Carlton as she flicked out the lash just above the shoulders of the girl at the far right of her ponycart, a young woman of about twenty-four, with dark brown hair braided around the top of her head, and with magnificent haunches and long full round thighs. Her two other pony-girls seemed younger, perhaps in their late teens, and actually they were sisters, Florence and Susan Dardley. Florence was at the extreme left, she was nineteen and a goldenhaired slim, coltish-like beauty, while Susan was eighteen, with sultry face, full ripe thighs, breasts to match, and auburnhaired. And the hot August sun of this bright afternoon, the nakedness of these six ponygirls excited the two virile Negro overseers, and finally Tuambo called out. "Mistress Meg, if you beat her why can we not have her slaves as ours for the month too?"

"Well, Louise, you heard my foremost overseer Tuambo. What do you say to it?" Lady Meg laughingly bantered as she sat down in her cart and tentatively flicked the naked bottoms of her three lovely spirited steeds.

"Equally done," Louise Carlton sneered. "I'll take your three famous ladies from London into my household and put them to good use, you may be sure. Because my girls, Florence and Susan and Ella there" — here she referred to the handsome young woman at the right of the cart — "can outrun your fancy jades."

"That we'll see. All right, then, we both understand it. Each of us wagers a month of freedom to the winner, and our three pony-girls will also be the slaves of her who wins this race." Lady Meg decreed.

The two contestants tightened the reins, and waited eagerly for the signal. One of Louise Carlton's overseers and Tuambo for Lady Meg were to raise their right arm simultaneously to start the race.

As they did so, Lady Meg brought down the riding crop with a vicious crack over the naked bottom of Gloria Talmadge, who was bound to the outside of the right pole. The lovely brunette uttered a scream and lunged forward, but by now Lady Meg had attacked blonde Beatrice with a slash of the riding crop diagonally over Beatrice's plump satiny bottomglobes, and finally Arabella felt her own bottom ovals visited by a scorching cut straight down the left globe. All three cried out and lunged forward. Louise Carlton had swung her whip around her head and streaked it out to crack against Susan's neck. With a cry, the young girl lunged forward, and her two companions were forced to move on, but Louise Carlton swiftly backhanded the lash to the left, and its tip curled under Florence's titties, drawing a piercing scream from the older sister.

Arabella had whispered to Beatrice and Gloria, "We must win, there's no other hope for us. This other woman is as heartless as our Mistress. And if she does win us, then we'll have still less chance of getting our freedom." 

For only Arabella knew that Laura and Mercedes had refused to confess even under daily whippings and constant fuckings and buggerings, the terrible secret which Sally Vidmars had overheard that fateful night when Inez de Solar had visited Lady Meg to tell her of the unholy alliance between Spain and the perverse Lesbian. Sally Vidmars had met Arabella in the barn-like structure, for she had been sent there to have the hurts of the whipping inflicted on her only last week attended to by Mercedes who had been let out of her cell for the purpose. Lorna Patton, lusting for Sally's tempting young virgin cunt, had taken the occasion of a summons to the whipping shed at sundown and the discovery that Sally was short of her picking quota to apply a thin cravache with such deadly effect that she had left four or five bleeding slashes on Sally's luscious backside.

And as Sally had emerged with her wounds salved, Arabella had come down the corridor, and the two girls had stopped and glanced at each other, and then in the moment that remained to them before Tuambo returned to take Mercedes back to her dungeon with Laura Eggleston, Sally had swiftly told Arabella everything she had heard and also the fact that Mercedes and Laura were undergoing torture to make them confess that they had anything to do with the plot.

For the first hundred yards, Louise's cart seemed to pull ahead about a foot or two, thanks mainly to the furious use of the long plaited lash which the brunette coiled around the naked bodies of her perspiring steeds. But Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria although their knees were almost bleeding from the rough dirt of the course, pulled like girls possessed by demons, determining to win so that they would not fall from one horrid slavery into a worse fate. And thus they won the race by a scant few feet, while Louise shrieked her imprecations and. leaping off the cart, drew back her arm and sent lash upon lash rippling around the bodies of her sobbing and wailing charges, who were sagging in their bonds tied to the poles of the cart, dripping with sweat, exhausted from the strenuous race that they had just run.

"Well, Louise dear. I've won, and even those two glowering overseers of yours can't say I didn't." Lady Meg gleefully exclaimed as she leaped off the cart, flourishing her riding crop in the air at her crestfallen rival. "Down on your knees, you bitch, bow your head to the ground, kiss my boots, and acknowledge me your mistress for the next month."

With murder in her heart, but realizing that the two strong black overseers were coming forward to make certain that the terms of the wager would be carried out to the letter, Louise Carlton reluctantly knelt down and humbled herself. Lady Meg gloatingly studied her genuflecting rival. "Tuambo," she cried, "take my new slave to the isolation dungeon, blindfold her and tie her up by the thumbs. The first thing she's going to have is a sound thrashing to teach her manners. And for my lovely pony-girls a night of freedom. They shall have the best food. You will tell Liza to give them wine and terrapin."

"Yes, Mistress," Tuambo grinned, "Can Tuambo and Kijaniro have the three ponygirls of Missy Louise tonight?"

"Of course you can. Tuambo! Those girls are our slaves also. Yes, you two shall enjoy them. Take them away also. And as for those overseers, I have no interest in them. They're too fat and ugly. You, women, back to your former mistress's plantation. In a month's time we'll send her back to you and she'll have learned a good deal she can teach you." Lady Meg laughed triumphantly...

It was a night of orgy for Lady Meg. For Tuambo and Kijaniro, too. The two Negroes, naked except for sandals, had taken the three weeping ponygirls of Lady Louise Carlton to a separate dungeon in the subterranean chambers beneath the barn-like structure, and stripped them naked, and tied the two sisters to a steel triangle, facing each other. Ella, the handsome young woman who had drawn the right-hand pole on Lady Louise Carlton's cart, was stripped naked and stretched across a sawhorse, its narrow ridge cutting cruelly into her pussy, her ankles and wrists tightly bound and a strap around her waist. This distension of her thighs, permitted access to the pink fig of her cunt as well as to the ambery-shadowy grotto of her asshole. And the Negroes amused themselves whipping the two sisters and making them contort and writhe and twist about, as if they were making Lesbian love to each other, until their passions flaming, Kijaniro crouched behind the sawhorse and buggered poor Ella, who in turn was obliged to suck off Tuambo under threat of a cruel lashing...

Gloria, Arabella and Beatrice had been taken to the room occupied by Mercedes, for Mercedes and Laura were still in the dungeon, although tonight they would not be molested by the Negroes. As for Lady Meg, she had dressed herself in a satin negligee and high-heeled pumps, and gone down under the solitary dungeon where Louise Carlton had been tied up by the thumbs, so that her booted toes just touched the ground. She carried with her a lantern, and as she unlocked the door of the dungeon, Louise Carlton uttered a groan of terror.

"It's I, darling," Lady Meg called as she set the lantern down. Then, going up to her rival, she slapped her face several times with all her might. "That's just a start to pay you back for the little insult you gave me at the dock in Charleston — do you remember, darling? I hope you're going to apologize and humbly, too!"

"I—I apologize, M—Mistress," Louise Carlton mumbled.

"Oh, you'll have to speak up much more loudly than that, dear. So I think I'll start by giving you a good thrashing. Let's get some of these fine clothes off you now." Ripping away Louise Carlton's blouse, and then the camisole. Lady Meg bared her rival to the waist. The jutting tittie-pears of the brunette pantingly rose and fell in the tumultuous cadence of her fear. Lady Meg extended her right thumb and forefinger and then began to squeeze Louise's nipples until the brunette threw back her head and shrieked in agony, twisting and writhing.

It would be a delicious night. Lady Meg was in no hurry. In due time, she would peel those riding breeches down from Louise's hips and then there would be a good sound thrashing until Louise begged to crawl at her feet and to lick her toes and to avow herself the worthless plaything of the dominatrix...

And so since there was no one to guard our three courageous young heroines, Arabella quietly slipped out of the room. She had found in the closet of the Scottish beauty a skirt and blouse and a pair of boots. Cautiously, telling Beatrice and Gloria to go out to the cotton and tobacco fields and to pass the word to the workers that now was the time to rebel, she hurried out to the stable. The two other Negro overseers were carousing in their huts with some of the girls they had forced to visit them under pain of a terrible flogging at the weighing shed, and it was Kagoda's task to supervise the stable... but at the moment he was buggering a seventeen-year-old Negress for whom he had long lusted. Mustemba, in his hut, was fucking Dolores, a honey-colored quadroon from New Orleans, a young woman of twenty-five, who had a terror of the whip and willingly gave herself to escape it... Arabella leaped into the saddle of a chestnut mare, and was off cantering down the road. But she stopped at the rows of huts by the tobacco fields, to find Sally Vidmars, and brought the lovely young teenaged girl to ride behind her.

It was a long journey to the High Magistrate, and that worthy was furious at being roused from his own lecherous dalliance with a young tavern wench who had slyly promised to let him fuck her in turn for a new gown and a gold ring.

"I recognize you, you red-haired doxie," he said angrily to Arabella, "and I see you've helped another of Lady Meg's slaves escape. Well, this time, before she takes you back to the whipping you've got in store for you, my girl. I'll have you triced to our public pillory and there flogged till the blood runs down your heels!"

"A moment, Your Excellency," Arabella deferentially pleaded. "But hear the testimony of this young and innocent girl, Sally Vidmars, and then I will gladly strip myself for the lash if you do not recognize it as more than the grievance of a run-away."

And so he listened, grumbling and wary, but when Sally had finished, he swore a great oath. "I have but to call the captain of our fort and have him send a privateer to reconnoiter and find those Spanish galleons," he exclaimed. "And if what you say is true, then, by the Lord Eternal, Lady Meg Fairlieu will languish in my jail."

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 

It was a raw, blustery morning late in October, but the crowd at Tyburn was huge and the vicious weather had not in the least dampened its enthusiasm. For on the morning in the Year of Our Lord 1775, a rare spectacle was to be offered the populace: an English noblewoman of the colonies, adjudged guilty of high treason, was to be flogged and branded, then set in the pillory for three hours, and with her, a beautiful Spanish woman, condemned as a spy by the high tribunal, was also to suffer flogging and branding and the pillory, after which both would be taken in shifts and shackles to the Cathedral of St. Paul's, there to do penance with lighted tapers in front of the great stone steps, before being transported back to Charleston as indentured bondservants for life.

Another platform had been erected opposite the grim gallows where the punishments were to be inflicted, and by Master Dickon, the same one who had flogged Beatrice and Arabella, with his young assistant applying the lash to Gloria Talmadge that bleak gray cold May morning in what now seemed years ago. But in this platform, there were cushioned armchairs, and the three ladies-in-waiting, in richly brocaded gowns, sat smiling, and in their midst sat dour-Charlotte Sophia, Queen of England and consort royal to George III.

The high tribunal which had proclaimed Lady Meg Fairlieu traitor to the Crown had reinstated the three lovely former bondservants, and the Queen, on hearing how well they had served England at the cost of their own lives by getting the proof of Lady Meg's treachery to the High Magistrate of Charleston, had pardoned them fully, made them worthy of bearing the noble title of "Lady," and given them land which their heirs might inherit tax-free. Lady Meg had been arrested by the High Magistrate of Charleston, interrogated, confronted not only by Sally Vidmars but by Penelope Wilson; and finally Inez de Solar, to save her own skin, arrested as she entered a little tavern twenty miles from Charleston, had given testimony for the Crown against the sandyhaired heiress. And so Lady Meg had been sent back on the Orion in chains... the very ship which had brought Arabella, Beatrice and Gloria as virtual slaves to the colonies. How fate must have laughed at its little ironic joke! But now there was an expectant hush. The tumbril earning Lady Meg and Inez de Solar had just arrived, and armed guards seized the two women and dragged them up the steps of the scaffold, where Master Dickon and his assistant Tom awaited in black hoods. A brazier was smoking at one end of the scaffold's platform, and in it were two irons, one with the letter "T" for Traitress; the other with an "S" for Spy.

Inez was first to suffer. Master Tom corded Lady Meg's wrists behind her back, led her to the brazier, made her kneel, and then aided his superior in preparing the haughty Spanish brunette for the lash. Sobbing in shame, Inez de Solar was stripped naked to her gartered hose and pumps, then her wrists corded tightly to the rings set at the ends of the crosspiece of the whipping post. Over her shoulder, she fearfully gazed at Master Dickon, who had drawn a long supple birch from a bucket of brine in which half a dozen rods were in pickle.

An "Ohh!" rose from the crowd as the executioner raised his right arm, and Inez groaned, then babbled players in Spanish for endurance and for mercy — Hush — the rod slashed across the plumpest curves of her olivesheened bare bottomglobes, and the superb aristocratic beauty lunged forward with a shriek of pain, squirming as lasciviously as if a man were making love to her — and so the birch was loving, indeed!

Two birches were worn out before Inez slumped unconscious, thighs and buttocks welted and bleeding.

Dickon and his aide freed her from the post, revived her with a bucket of cold water in the face; then Tom held her on her knees as Master Dickon, lifting the smoking hot iron out of the brazier, approached the fiery "S" to the valley of her proud pear titties — a hideous shriek, the stench of burning flesh, and Inez de Solar slumped forward. They were done with her; they dragged her naked, inert body to the pillory at the foreground of the huge platform, yoked her wrists and ankles, and left her there for the spectators to ogle.

Then they turned to Lady Meg; cringing on her knees, hands clasped in prayer, she began to whimper, then to scream, then to implore hysterically, looking to the Queen who watched from across the way "Oh mercy, Your Majesty, forgive me. I didn't mean to do it — oh have pity on a frail woman — I'll surely die!"

They seized her, tied her to the post, and there both hooded men tore off her clothes. Her boyish, sleek form with its pale white skin drew obscene catcalls from the crowd, but Lady Meg did not hear them; she twisted her face about to see Master Dickon draw a solid rod out of the brine-laden bucket, and hand it to Tom. Another irony — she, a noblewoman, was not even to be flogged by the master executioner himself; he had delegated the task to his apprentice!

But Tom acquitted himself valorously. Two birches lay frayed and broken on the platform by the time fifty-six strokes had rendered those compact, boyish bottomcheeks and slim thighs into a welted, bleeding, swollen mass of agonized flesh. And then, still conscious, the hysterical naked sandyhaired traitress was forced onto her knees, and the burning brand of T" was emblazoned on her forehead!

Justice had been done. And judging from the excited and admiring looks of the handsome young courtiers who crowded round the platform of the Queen, the three ladies-in-waiting would not long lack for husbands who would show them the happy uses and the joy of the rod... between their ardent, straining young thighs!

Lady Meg and Inez de Solar were sent back on the Orion the very next day. And who should be awaiting the arrival of that ship in Charleston forty days later but Lady Louise Carlton, who bought both of their indentures... for life as her slaves. It would be more than three painful years for Lady Meg of Fairlieu Acres... and Fairlieu Acres, which she had forfeited, now belonged to her arch rival and now her implacable stern mistress. Thus fate had its own capricious way of making all turn out well-even if, a year later, George III and his Charlotte Sophia were to lose the colonies forever!
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